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MEMOIRS 


MEMOIRS   AND    ANECDOTES 


O    F 


PETER     PINDAR,    Esq. 


JL  HE  lives  of  literary  men  are  generally  fo  little 
employed  in  the  buftle  of  the  world,  that  their  cha- 
racters are  perhaps  more  properly  deducible  from 
the  nature  of  their  compofitions,  than  from  any  ob- 
fervations  of  their  conduct.  The  prefent  fubjecr., 
however,  of  our  biographic  notice  has  mixed  fa 
much  with  mankind,  and  has  been  diftinguifhed  for 
fuch  an  extenfive  intercourfe  with  the  various  con- 
ditions of  human  life,  that  nothing  of  the  ufual  bar- 
ren uniformity  of  literary  purfuits  is  to  be  deemed 

defcrip. 
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defcriptive  of  his  career  ;  though  indeed  it  muff  be 
acknowledged  that  all  reprefentations  of  it,  not  fur- 
niflied  by  himfcif,  mull  neceiTarily  be  confidered  as 
partial  and  inadequ^c. 

THS  £sh$eman  then  who  has  figured  in  the  Po- 
etic?.! "vYorld  under  the  appellation  of  PETER  PIN- 
DAR, Jto  reality  bears  the  name  of  W — LC — T,  and 
is,  defcended  from  a  refoe&able  family  in  Devon- 
ihire.  He  was  bred  to  the  ftudy  of  phyfic,  and 
practifed  fome  time  with  fuccefs  in  Cornwall ;  but  ' 
r.ci-.ithflanding  that  he  applied  himfeif  very  feri- 
oufly  to  hk  profeilion,  a  genius  like  his  could  'not 
be  reftrained  within  the  dull  limits  of  formal  bufi- 
nefs  ;  he  was  tlierefore  found  frequently  addreliing 
the  ladies  of  Helicon;  In  this-  county  he  formed  a 
connection  with  the  late  Sir  William  Trelawny,  and 
followed  his  fortunes  to  Jamaica,  of  which  ifland 
he  was  made  Governor  during  the  AdminiAratioa 
of  Lord  Shelburne.  At  this  place  we  find  the  Doc- 
tor at  the  fummit  of  medical  elevation,  by  being 

appointed 
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appointed  Phyfician  General  to  the  Ifland,  enjoy* 
ing  and  enjoyed  by  the  lively  inhabitants.  If  we 
do  not  miflake,  the  Doctor,  during  his  refidence 
in  this  liland,  was  induced  to  enter  into  the  clerical 
function,  on  a  profpect  of  important  preferment : 
but  being  difappointed,  he  relinquimed  the  profef- 
fion  of  a  divine  before  his  departure  for  England, 
and  has  never  fince  refumed  it.  This  circumftance 
of  his  life  we  underftand  honefl  Peter  has  always 
been  unwilling  to  acknowledge;  but  as  impartial 
Biographers,  we  think  it  our  duty  to  reveal  it  to 

our  readers. On  his  return  to  England,  he  re- 

aflumed  and  purfued  his  original  profeflion  for  feve- 
ral  years;  but  chufmg,  ^as  it  is  faid  he  often  has 
wifely  declared,,  rather  to  live  happy  on  one  guinea 
than  miferable  on  ten,  he  quitted  the  gloomy  cham- 
bers of  ficknefs  for  the  chearful  region  of  Parnaf- 
fus.  It  is  neediefs  to  obferve  what  opportunity  of 
penetrating  into  the  character,  and  obferving  the 
weakhefs  of  human  nature,  the  Doctor  muft  have 
derived  from  his  profeflion ;"  and  how  far  this  might 

tend 


tend  to  affiir.  him  in  his  poetical  purfuits.  The 
Doctor's,  attachment  to  poetry,  however,  at  laft  ob- 
tained fuch  an  afcendancy  over  him,  that  though 
his  repute  as  a  phyfician  was  very  high  in  his  native 
county,  and  confequentiy  productive  of  coufLiera- 
ble  emolument,  he  found  it  impoffible  to  extinguidi 
the  poetic  fervor:  and  as  the  confined  fphere  in 
which  he  moved  in  Cornwall  could  not  afford  fuf- 
ficient  materials  to  exercife,  or  fuTicient  entertain- 
ment to  gratify  a  genius  like  his,  he  entirely  relin- 
quimed  his  medical  profeiTion,  and  commenced  his 
literary  career  in  a  place  more  adapted  to  his  powers, 
the  ample  field  of  the  Metropolis. — — And  here  it 
mud  be  obferved,  that  the  Doctor  enjoyed  an  ad- 
vantage  feldom  poffeiTed  by  poets  in  general  ;  for 
having  foms  family  inheritance  of  his  own,  large 
enough  to  fupply  all  the  decent  comforts  of  life,  he 
xvas  under  no  neceiuty  of  courting  the  favour  or 
fubmitting  to  the  controul  of  Bookfellers  ;  and  was 
therefore  enabled  to  give  an  unbridled  indulgence 
to  the  bent  of  his  genius,  which  feems  vehemently 

to 
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tjo  have  directed  him  to  fatire ;  in  which  he  has 
certainly  equalled  the  urft  writers  this  country  lias 
produced. 

IT  now  becomes  us  to  make  fuch  references  to 
the  works  of  this  verfatile  author  as  may  juftify  the 
high  opinion  we  have  declared  of  his  genius ;  which 
indeed  is  of  fo  Protean  a  kind,  that  it  appears  in 
almoft  every  fhape  ;  and  while  one  fally  of  his  fancy 
excites  our  admiration,  another  perhaps  immedi- 
ately occurs  of  fo  very  different  a  fpecies,  that  it  is 
hardly  poffible  to  fuppofe  they  were  both  the  pro- 
geny  of  the  fame  mind.  In  one  refpect  we  confefs, 
however,  there  is  a  drawback  on  our  partiality  to 
this  author ;  and  that  arifes  from  the  freedom  in 
which  he  has  fuffered  his  Mufe  to  indulge  herfelf 
on  the  char  after  of  a  Great  Perfonage.  Kings 
are  characters  that  mould  not  be  ilightly  fport- 
ed  with,  for  they  are  actually  neceffary  to  the 
peace  and  decorum  of  Society ;  which,  befides 
the  folid  fupport  of  ufeful  laws,  derives  confider- 

able 


,*ble  flrength  from  the  reverence  in.  which  the  firfl 
Magiflrate  of  a  country  is  held  by  the  generality 
of  the  people :  for  however  juft  the  cenfure,  the 
character  ihould  be  facred  ;  though  to  the  credit 
of  our  author  it  mud  be  acknowledged,  that /his 
efFufions  feem  more  characlerifed  by  good  humour 
than  by  the  acrimonious  feverity  which  difgraces 
the  lays  of  Churchill,  and  the  Letters  of  the  ele- 
gant but  virulent  Junius.  (  There  is,  however  one 
circumftance  in  the  life  of  our  author  which,  as  it 
tends  to  the  fupport  of  a  beautiful  art,  deferves  to- 
be  recorded.  Let  it  then  be  mentioned,  that  to 
him  is  PAINTING  indebted  for  OPIE.  This  great 
Artift  was  found  by  our  author  in  the  mines  of 
Cornwall,  where  his  genius  firfl  difcovered  itfelf  in 
fuch  rude  efforts  as  might  have  paifed  unobferved 
by  a  lefs  intelligent  eye  than  that  of  the  Do£tor, 
who  faw  in  its  rougheil  fhape  the  excellence  which 
feas  fmce  expanded  into  fuch  importance. 


As 


As  far  as  we  have  been  able  to'  trace  the  poetical 
career  of  our  author,  his  works  have  appeared  iri 
the  following  order.  His  firfl  production  was  an 
EPISTJ.E  TO  THE  REVIEWERS,  a  compofition  of 
truly  ironical  and  laughable  fatire.  The  next  off- 
fpring  of  his  Mufe  was  LYRIC  ODES  TO  THE 
ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS,  which,  with  all  their  me- 
rit, we  muft  confefs,  in  fome  of  the  flriftures,  are 
deficient  in  candour,  and  appear  to  flow  more  from 
a  love  of  fatire,,  than  from  a  conviction  of  the  de- 
merits of  the  objects  of  his  critical  feverity.  We 
dare  cite  Mr.  Weft  as  an  inflance,  who,  though  far 
from  a  perfect  painter,  was  entitled  to  more  refpeft 
from  our  author.  His  next  work  was  LYRIC  ODES 
on  the  fame  fubject,  with  the  fame  feverity  and 
humour,  and,  we  are  afraid,  with  the  fame  want  of 
candour. 

.  DURING  the  intervals  of  his  Odiac  efTufions  our 
author  produced  THE  LOUSIAD,  a  Mock-Heroic 
Poem,  abounding  in  wit,  humour  and  ftrength ; 

but 
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but  at  the  fame  time  defe&ive  in  that  refpe£t  due 
from  a  fubjefr.  to  his  fovereign  *.  Peter  {hould  have 
recolle&ed  the  old  adage,  that  "  Truth  is  not  to  be 
*'  fpoken  at  all  times."  Our  author's  next  perfor- 
mance was  his  EPISTLE  TO  JAMES  BOSWELL,  Eso^. 
The  fubjett  was  undoubtedly  fair  game,  and  fully 
juftified  the  lam  of  his  yuvenalian  fever  ity.  This 
Poem,  for  novelty  of  imagery,  ftrength  of  fatire, 
and  glow  of  poetry,  may  rank  with  any  production 
in  our  language.  The  next  labour  of  his  pen  was 
BOZZY  AND  PIOZZY,  u  jud  ridicule  of  vain  and 
ignorant  biographers.  After  this  appeared  ODE 

*  The  foundation  of  the  Loufiad  was  a  clifcovery  made  by 
tiis  Majefty  one  evening  at  fupper  of  a  fwnetbing  on  his  plate 
that  had  green  peas  on  it.  We  have  endeavoured  to  deteft  the 
cbjeft  that  created  fo  much  difgmt.  From  the  heft  information 
\ve  find  it  to  have  been  a  balr  from  the  human  head ;  which 
PETER,  by  a  llcentia  poet'ica,  converted  into  a  LOUSE.  Thus 
much  happened  in  confluence  of  his  Majefty's  difcovery,  viz. 
the  cook?,  (bullions,  &c.  &c.  were  forced  to  iVbmit  to  the  dread- 
ful operation  of  (having,  to  the  number  of  fifty,  and  great  \Ta* 
their  difpleafur?  thereat.  This  we  can  vouch  for;  but  whether 
it  is  a 'proper  fu'njecl  iror  the  poet's  ridicule  or  not,  is  a  queftiow 
that  may  admit  of  feme  controvcvfy. 

UPON 


C     xv    ] 

UPON  ODE,  in  which  Kings,  Laureate,  Lords,  La- 
dies, Knights,  Fidiers,  and  Amateurs^  are  treated 
with  unmerciful  feverity.  To  this  fucceeded  AN 
APOLEGETIC  POSTSCRIPT,  ironically  juftif)  ing 
the  wanton  ridicule  of  the  preceding  publication ; 
and  which  indeed  may  be  confidered  as  a  witty  re- 
petition of  his  latirical  offences.  The.  next  work 
in  order,  as  well  as  we  can  recoiled,  was  the  6V- 
cond  Canto  of  the  LOUSIAD,  breathing  the  fame 
fpirit  of  ridicule,  replete  with  the  fame  novelty  of 
imagery  and  ilrength  of  numbers.  The  enfuing 
production  is  entitled  INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  CELE- 
BRATED LAUREAT,  poiTefling  a  vein  of  ironical 
wit  and  humour  equal  if  not  fuperior  to  any  of  his 
publications.  The  next  performance  of  our  author 
was  BROTHER  PETER  TO  BROTHER  TOM,  an  ex- 
poflulatory  Epiftle,  no  way  inferior  to  any  of  his 
former  productions  in  wit  and  fatirc.  And  laftly, 
PETER'S  PENSION,  a  folemn  Epiftlc  to  a  fublime 
Perfonage  j  in  which  he  feems  to  have  exerted  his 
utmoit  powers  of  ridicule,  and  ladies  with  indig- 
nant 
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nant  fury  the  keen  fportfman  that  poffefled  an  un. 
feeling  heart,  and  was  totally  unmoved  at  the  death 
of  a  companion  he  had  himfelf  brought  into  the 
field ;  and  expofes  the  fordid  avarice  that  would 
derive  fome  pitiful  profits  from  choaked  Iheep. 


A  POETICAL 


POETICAL,  SUPPLICATING,  MODEST, 


AND 


AFFECTING      EPISTLE 


TO     THOSE 


LITERARY     COLOSSUSES, 

THE 

REVIEWERS. 

. . 

Carmine,  Di  Super  placantur.  Carmine,  Manes, 


B 


TO     THE 


REVIEWERS, 


JP  ATHERS'of  Wifdom— a  poor  wight  befriend! 

0  hear  my  fimple  prayer  in  fimple  lays : 
In  forma  pauper  is  behold  I  bend, 

And  of  your  Worfhips  a(k  a  little  pfaife. 

I  am  no  cormorant  for  fame,  d'ye  fee ; 

1  afk  not  all  the  lawrel,  but  a  Jprig  / 
Then  hear  me,  Guardians  of  the  facred  Tree, 

And  flick  a  leaf  or  two  about  my  wig. 

In  fonnet,  ode,  and  Legendary  tale, 

Soon  will  the  prefs  my  tuneful  works  difplay ; 
Then  do  not  damn  'em,  and  prevent  the  fale  j 
And  your  petitioner  fnall  ever  pi  ay. 

B  2  MY 
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WMWVMMHpnMPrSb"- 

My  labours  damn'd,  the  Mufe  with  grief  will  groan — 
The  cenrure  dire  my  lantern  jaws  will  rue ! 

Know  I  have  teeth  and  ftomach  like  your  own, 
.And  that  I  widi  to  te/jas  well  as  you. 

I  never  faiJ,  like  murderers  in  their  dens, 
You  fccret  met  in"  cloud -capp'd  garret  high, 

"With  hatchets,  fcalping-knives  in  fhape  of  pens, 
To  bid,  like  Mohocks,  hanlefs  authors  die : 

Nor  faid,  (in  your  Reviews,  together  flrung") 
The  limbs  of  butcher'd  writers,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Look'd  like  the  legs  of  flies  on  cobwebs  hung 
Before  the  hungry  fpider's  dreary  hole. 

I  ne'er  declar'd  that  frightful  as  the  Blacks, 
In  greafy  flannel  caps  you  met  together, 

With  fcarce  a  rag  of  fhirt  about  your  backs, 
Or  coat  or  breeches  to  keep  out  the  weather. 

Heav'n  knows  I'm  innocent  of  all  tranfgreffion 
Againft  your  honours,  men  of  claffic  fame ! 

I  ne'er  abus'd  your  critical  profeffion, 

Whofe  diftum  faves  at  once  or  damns  a  name. 

I  never  queflion'd  your  profound  of  head, 

Nor  vulgar,  call'd  your  wit,  your  manners  coarfe  ; 

Nor  fwore  on  butcher'd  authors  that  you  fed 
Like  carrion  crows  upon  a  poor  dead  horfe. 

I  never 
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I  never  faid,  that  pedlar-like,  you  fold 

Praife  by  the  ounce,  or  pound,  likefnufFor  checfe 
Too  well  I  knew  you  filver  fcorn'd  and  gold — 

Such  drofs,  a  fage  Reviewer  feldom  fees  ! 

I  never  hinted  that  with  half-a-crown 

Books  h  we  been  fent  you  by  the  fcribling  tribe ; 

Which  fee  hath  purchas'd  pages  of  renown  : 
No,  for  I  knew  you'd  fpurn  the  paltry  bribe. 

I  ne'er  averr'd,  you  critics  to  a  man, 

For  pence,  would  fwear  an  owl  excell'd  the  lark ; 

Nor  call'd  a  coward  gang,  your  grave  divan, 
That  ftabb'd,  like  bafe  afiaffins,  in  the  dark. 

I  never  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  an  author's  book, 
Until  your  wife  opinions  came  abroad ; 

On  thefe  with  holy  rev'rence  did  I  look  ; 

With  you  I  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  fo  help  me  G-d ! 

The  fam'd  Longinus  all  the  world  muft  know : 
The  gape  of  wonder  Ariftarchus  drew, 

As  well  as  Alexander's  tutor,  lo  ! 

All !    all  great  critics,  gentlemen,  like  you. 

Did  any  afk  me,  "  pray,  Sir,  your  opinion, 
"  Of  thofe  Reviewers,  who  fo  bold  beftride 

vC  The  world  of  learning,  and  with  proud  dominion, 
"  High  on  the  bucks  of  crouching  authors  ride?" 

Quick. 


C     6     ] 

Quick  have  I  anfwer'd,  in  a  rage,  "  odfblood! 

"  No  works  like  theirs  fuch  criticifm  conveys : 
"  Not  all  the  timber  of  Dodona's  wood 

"  E'er  pour'd  more  fterling  oracle  than  they." 

Did  others  cry  "  whate'er  their  brains  indite, 

Befure  is  excellent,  a  partial  crew ! 
With  16  Pgsans  ulher'd  to  the  light, 

And  prais'd  to  folly  in  the  next  Review :" 

This  was  my  anfwer,  to  each  fnarling  elf, 

(My  eye-balls  fill'd  with  fire,  my  mouth  with 
foam} 

"  Zounds !   is  not  juftice  due  to  one's  dear  felf  ? 
"  And  ihould  not  charity  begin  at  home  ?" 

Full  often  I've  been  queftion'd  with  a  fneer — 
*'  Think  you  one  could  not  bribe  'em  ?"    '  Not  a 
"  Nation.' 

t(  A  beef-fteak,  with  a  pot  or  two  of  beer, 

''  Might  fave  a  little  volume  from  damnation." 

Furious  I've  anfwer'd,  "  Lo !  my  Lord  Carlifle 
"  Hath  begg'd,  in  vain,  a  feat  in  Fame's  old 
"  temple; 

**  Tho*  yon  applaud,  their  wifdoms  will  not  fmile, 
*6  And  what  they  difapprove  is  curfed  fimple. 

"  Could 
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"  Could  gold  flicceed,  enough  the'peer  might  raife, 
"  Whofe  wealth  would  buy  the  critics  o'er  and  o'er: 

"•'Tis  merit  only  can  command  their  praife, 
"  Witnefs  the  volumes  of  Mifs  Hannah  More.  * 

"  The  Search  for  Happinefs,  that  beauteous  fon£,  . 

"  Which  all  of  us  would  give  our  ears  to  own ; 
"  The  Captive  Percy,  that  like  muftard  ftrong, 

"  Majte  our   eyes  weep,  and  under  {bindings  f 
"  groan." 

Hail  Briftol  town !   Boeotia  now  no  more, 

Since  Garrick's  Sappho  fmgs,  tho'  rather  flowly. 

All  hail  Mifs  Hannah !  worth  at  leaft  a  fcore, 
Ay  twenty  fcore  of  Chatterton  and  Rowley. 

Men  of  prodigious  parts  are  moftly  my ; 

Great  Newton's  felf  this  failing  did  inherit  j 
Thus,  frequent,  you  avoid  the  public  eye,.. 
.  •  And  hide,  in  lurking  holes,  a  world  of  merit. 

Yet  oft  your  cautious  modefties  I  fee, 

When  from  your  bow'r  with  bats  you  wing  the 
dark:" 

And  Sundays,  when  no  catchpoles  prowl  for  prey, 
On  sether,  dining  in  St.  James's-Park. 

*  A  Lady  talk'd  of  for  her  poetical  Productions,  and  empha- 
tically called  by  a  certain  Clafs  of  Readers,  the  tenth  Mufe. 

f  A  pair  of  Tragedies. 


Meek  Sirs !   in  frays  you  choofe  not  to  appear, 
A  circumflance  mod  natural  to  fuppofe, 

And  therefore  hide  your  precious  heads,  for  fear 
Some  angry  bard  abufed  mould  pull  your  nofe. 

The  world's  loud  plaudit,  lo !  you  don't  defire, 
Ncr  do  you  haftily  on  books  decide ; 

But  firfl  at  ev'ry  coffee  houfe  enquire, 
How,  in  its  favour,  runs  the  public  tide. 

There,  Wifdom,  often  with  a  critic's  wig, 

The  face  demure,  knit  brows,  and  forehead  fcowl- 

*n£> 

I've  feen  o'er  pamphlets,  with  importance  big, 
Moufmg  for  faults,  or  if  you'll  have  it,  oivling. 

Herculean  gentlemen !   I  dread  your  drubs  ; 

Pity  the  lifted  whites  of  both  my  eyes ! 
Strung    with   new    flrength    beneath    your   mafTy 
clubs, 

Alas!   I  mall  not  an  Antaeus  rife. 

Lo,  like  an  elephant  along  the  ground, 
Great  Caliban,  the  giant  Johnfon  ftretcht! 

The  Britiih  Rofcius  too  your  clubs  confound, 
\Vhofe   fame    the    furtheft    of    the    flars    hath 
reach'd. 

If 
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If  fuch  fo  eafy  fink  beneath  your  might, 

Ye  Gods  !   I  may  be  done  for  in  a  trice : 
Hurl'd  by  your  rage  to  everlafting  night — - 

Crack' d  with  that  eafe  a  beggar  cracks  his  lice. 

If,  awful  Sirs,  you  grant  me  my  petition  ; 

Witfy  brother  pamphlets  mall  my  pamphlet  faine  j 
And  mould  it  chance  to  pafs  a  firlt  edition, 

In  capitals  mall  flare  your  praife  divine. 

Quote  from  my  work  as  much  as  e'er  you  pleafe 
For  Extracts,  lo !  I'll  put  no  angry  face  on ; 

Nor  fill  a  hungry  lawyer's  fift  with  fees, 

To  trounce  a  Bookfeller  like  furious  Mafon.  * 

Sage  Sirs !    if  favour  in  your  fight  I  find, 

If  fame  you  grant,  I'll  blefs  each  gen'rous  giver  : 

Wifh  you  found  coats,  good  ftomachs,  matters  kind,f 
Gallons  of  broth,  and  pounds  of  bullocks  liver. 

*  The  Conteft  between  Mr.  Mafon  and  a  Bookfellcr  is  ge- 
perally  known. 

•j-  The  Bookfellerg. 


LYRIC 


LYRIC       ODES, 


TO     THE 


ROYAL    ACADEMICIANS, 


FOR  THE  YEAR  M.DCC.LXXXII. 


— —  Arma  virofqve  cano. 

Paint  and  the  Men  of  Canvas  fire  my  Lays, 
Who  (how  their  Works  for  Profit  and  for  Praife  ; 
Whofe  Pockets  know  moft  comfortable  Fillings— 
ining  two  Thoufand  Pounds  a  Year  by  Shillings, 


LYRIC       ODES. 


ODE        I. 

PETER  giveth  an  Account  of  his  great  RELATION — 
bcqfteth — praifeth  Sir  WILLIAM  CHAMBERS  and 
SOMERSET  HOUSE — applaudeth  Sir  JOSHUA  REY- 
NOLDS, and  Jhcivetb  deep  clajjic  Learning. 

JVL  Y  Coufin  Pindar,  in  his  Odes., 

Applauded  Horfejockeys  and  Gods, 
Wreftlers  and  Boxers  in  his  verfe  divine  ! 

Then  fhall  not  I,  \vho  boafl  his  fire, 

And  old  hereditary  lyre, 
To  Britiih  Painters  give  a  golden  line? 

Say,  fhall  yon  Dome  fcupendous  rife, 
Striking  \vith  Attic  front  the  ikies — 

The 
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The  nurfmg  dame  of  many  a  Painting  Ape  j  * 
And  I  immortal  rhime  refufe, 
TVtell  the  nations  round  the  news, 

And  make  pofterity  with  wonder  gape? 

Spirit  of  Coufm  Pindar,  ho ! 

By  all  thy  Odes,  the  world  mall  know, 
That  Chambers  plann'd  it — Be  his  name  rever'd ! — 

Sir  William's  journeymen  and  tools, 

(No  pupils  of  the  Chinefe  fchools) 
With  flone,  and  wood,  and  lime  the  fabric  rear'd ! 

Thus  having  put  the  Knight  in  rhime, 
Stone,  men,  and  timber,  tools  and  lime ; 

Now  let  us  fee  what  this  rare  Dome  contains — 
Where  rival  Artifls  for  a  name, 
Bit  by  that  glorious  mad-dog  Fame, 

Have  fixt  the  labours  of  their  brum  and  brains. 

O  Mufe !   Sir  Jofhua's  mafter-hand 
Shall  firit  our  lyric  laud  command — 

*  Pii'mting  Ape. — This  expreffion  is  ly  no  means  meant  to 
convey  the  idea  of  infult. — There  is  great  propriety,  if  not  poetry, 
in  it.— -The  reader  will  pleafe  to  recolleft,  that  Painting  is  an 
imitative  art — Monkeys  are  prodigious  imitators — witnefs  my 
own  Odes.— Befides,  Pope  compliinents  the  immcrtaL  Newton 
by  a  fimilar  allufion. 

Lo! 
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Lo!   Tarleton  dragging  on  his  boot  fo  tight! 
His  Horfes  feel  a  godlike  rage, 
And  long  with  Yankies  to  engage — 

I  think  I  hear  them  fnorting  for  the  fight ! 

Behold  with  fire  each  eye-ball  glowing ! 

I  wifh  indeed  their  manes  fo  flowing 
Were  more  like  hair — the  brutes  had  been  as  good, 

If,  flaming  with  fuch  claffic  force, 

They  had  refembled  lefs  that  horfe 
Call'd  Trojan — and  by  Greeks  compos'd  of  wood. 

Now  to  yon  Angel  let  us  go — 

A  fine  performance  too,  I  trow, 
Who  rides  a  Cloud — indeed  a  poorifh  hack — 

Which  to  my  mind  doth  certes  bring 

That  eafy  bum-delighting  thing, 
Rid  by  the  Chancellor — yclep'd  a  Sack. 

Vet,  Reynolds,  let  me  fairly  fay, 

With  pride  I  pour  the  lyric  lay 
To  moft  things  by  thy  able  hand  expreft— 

Compared,  alas !   to  other  men, 

Thou  art  an  eagle  to  a* wren! 
Now,  Mrs.  Mufe,  attend  on  Mr.  Weft,  - 


ODE 


[     i6 


O    D    E        II. 

PETER  falleth  foul  on  Mr.  WEST  for  rfyrefenling 
our  Bleffed  REDEEMER  like  an  OLD-CLOTHES- 
MAN—  and  for  mijrcprcfenting  \he  APOSTLES. 
— PETER  defcribtfh  St.  PAUL,  and  JUDAS  and 
the  APOSTLES — Cuttelh  up  Mr.  WEST'J  Angels — 
Attacketh  another  Picture  of  Mr.  WEST'J — Weep* 
eth  over  the  hard  Fat 6  "of  PRINCE  OCTAVIUS  and 
AUGUSTUS,  Children  cf  onr  Moft  Glorious  Sove- 
reign. 

\_/  WEST,  what. hath,  thy  pencil  done? 

Why,  .painted  God  Almighty's  Son 
Like  an  Old-Clothes-man,  about  London  Street ! 

Place  in  his  hand  a  .nifty  bag, 

To  hold  each  fweet  collected  rag; 
We  then  (hall -fee  the  character  complete. 

Th*  Apoflles  too,  I'm  much  afraid, 
Were  not  the  fellows  thou  haft  made — 

For  Heav'n's  fake,  Weft^  pray  rub  them  out  again — 
There's  not  a  mortal  who  believes 
They  look'd  like  old  *  Sal-valor's  Thieves, 

Although  they  might  not  lock  like  Gentlemen. 

*   Salvator  Rofs,  happy  in  his  chr.n^ers  of  Banditti. 

St. 
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St.  Paul  moft  candidly  declares^ 

He  could  not  give  himfelf  high  airs 
Upon  his  perfon — which  was  rather  homely— * 

But  really,  as  for  all  the  reft, 

Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  bead, 
They  all  were  decent  labourers,  and  comely. 

Thy  Spirits  too  can't  boaft  the  graces — 
Two  Indian  Angels  by  their  faces — 

But  fpeak — where   are  their  wings  to  mount  the 

wind  ? 

One  wou'd  fuppofe  M'Bride  *  had  met  'em — > 
If  thou  had  fpare  ones,  quickly  get  'em, 

Or  elfe  the  lads  will  both  be  left  behind. 

Ghoft  of  Odavius !    tell  the  Bard, 
And  thou,  Auguftus,  us'd  fo  hard, 

Why  Weft  hath  murder'd  you,  my  tender  lambs  ? 
You  bring  to  mind  vile  Richard's  deed, 
Who  bid  your  Royal  Coufms  bleed, 

For  which  the  world  the  Tyrant's  mem'ry  damns. 

Weft,  I  mud  own  thou  dod  inherit 
Some  portion  of  the  painting  fpirit — 

*  Capt.  M'Bride,  famous  for  winging  men  of  war,  as  well  as 
partridges. — See  his  letter  to  the  Admiralty. 

C  But 
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But  trail  me — not  extraordinary  things— 
Some  merit  thou  muil  furely  own, 
By  getting  up  fo  near  the  throne, 

And  gaining  whifpers  from  the  Bed  of  Kings. 


ODE        III. 

PETER    admlnificreth  fage  A  chics  to  very  young 
Painters. 


E    muft  mount  by  flow  degrees  to 
.      Glory— 

*Tis  Stairs  mnfl  lead  us  to  the  Attic  (lory  — 
Thus  thought  my  GREAT  old  Name-fake,  PETER 

CZAR  ; 

Who  bound  himfelf,  in  Holland,  to  a  trade; 
A  very  pretty  Carpenter  he  made  ;    - 
And  then  went  *  home,  and  built  a  Man  of  War. 

The  Lad  who  wrould  a  'Pothecary  mine, 
Should  powder  Claws  of  Crabs,  and  Jalap,  fine, 

Keep  the  Shop  clean,  and  watch  it  like  a  Porter  : 
Learn  to  boil  Glyfters  —  nay,  to  give  them  too> 
If  blinking  Nurfes  can't  the  bus'nefs  do  ; 

Write  well  the  Labels,  and  wipe  well  the  Mortar. 

*  To  Ruflia. 

Before 
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Before  that  Boys  can  rife  to  Matter-Tanners, 
Humble  thofe  Boys  mufl  be,  and  mind  their 
manners ; 

Defpifing  PRIDE,  \vhofe  wifh  it  is  to  wreck  'em : 
And  mornings,  with  a  bucket  and  a  (tick, 
Should  never  once  difdain  to  pick, 

From  ftreet  to  flreet,  fair  lumps  of  Album  Gracum. 

Thus  mould  young  Limning  Lads  themfelves 

demean ; 

Learn  how  to  keep  their  Matters  Brumes  clean, 
And  learn  to  fqueeze  the  Colours  from  theBladders — 
Furbifh  up  Rags — the  fliining  Pallet  fet — 
Keep  the  Knives  bright — and   eke   the  Eafel 

neat — — 
Such  arts,  to  Fame's  high  Temple  are  the  Ladders. 

Young  Men-^-fo  ufeful  are  the  arts  I  mention  \ 

(Believe  me,  not  an  atom  is  invention). 
The  Inftant  that  I  pen  this  Ode,  I  know 

A  Jew-like,  mock-poll'd,  fcrubby,  mort,  black 
Man, 

More  like  a  Cobler  than  a  Gentleman- 
Working  on  Canvafs,  like  a  dog  in  dough. 

By  Heavens !    with   fcarce   more  knowledges 

than  thefe, 
He  earns  a  Guinea  ev'ry  Day  with  eafe ; 

C  2  Attempted* 
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Attempteth  heads  of  Princes,  Dogs,  Cats,  'Squires — 
Now  on  a  Monkey  vent'reth — now  a  Saint — 
Talks  of  himfclf)  and  much  himfelf  admires, 

And  ft  ruts  the  verieil  Bantam  Cock  of  Paint. 

But  mind  me,  Youths,  I  don't  Conceit  advife, 
Bccaufe  'tis  fulfome  to  men's  ears  and  eyes ; 
Wnofe  tongues  might  cover  you  with  ridicule— 
And  pray,  who  loves  the  appellation,  Fool? 

Yet,  if  in  fpite  of  all  the  Mufe  can  fay, 
You  will  infi/l  on  going  the  wrong  way, 
And  ivift,  to  be  a  Laughing-ftock — 
Copy  our  little  old  black  Bantam  Cock — 

Whofe  foul,  moreover  of  fuch  fort  is — 
With  fo  much  acrimony  overflows, 
As  makes  him,  wherefoe'er  he  goes, 

A  walking  Thumb -bottle  of  Aqita-fortis. 


ODE 


c 


ODE        IV. 

^The  Lyric  Bard  commcndcth  Mr.  GAINSBOROUGH'S 
PIG — Reco?nmendetb  LANDSCAPE  to  the  Arti/i^ 

-clND  now,  O  Mufe,  with  fong  fo  big,  ' 

Turn  round  to  Gainjb' rough's  Girl  and'  Pig? 
Or  Pig  and  Girl  I  rather  fhould  have  faid : 

The  Pig  in  white,  I  mud  allow, 

Is  really  a  well-painted  Sow  •: 
I  wifli  to  fay  the  fame  thing  of  the  Maid. 

As  for  poor  St.  Leger  and  Prince, 
Had  I  their  places  I  fhould  wince, 

Thus  to  be  gibbeted  for  weeks  on  high  : 
Juft  like  your  felons  after  death, 
On  Bagfhot,  or  on  Hounflow  Heath, 

That  force  from  travellers  the  pitying  figh. 

Yet  Gainjborough  has  great  merit  too, 
Wou'd  he  hip  charming  fort  purfue — 

To  mind  his  Landfcape  have  the  modeft  grace — 
Yet  there  fometimes  are  Nature's  tints  defpis'd  : 
1  wifn  them  more  attended  to,  and  priz'd, 

Inftead  of  Trump'ry  that  ufurps  their  place. 

ODF. 


ODE         V. 

PETER  quarr-elleth  with  FAT, — prove  thits  fatal  In- 

conveniencies Accounteih  for  the  Leannefs   and 

Rags  of  the  MUSES — Difplayeth  Military  Science — r 
Telleth  a  wonderful  Story  of  a  SPANISH  MARQUIS 
— Talketh  fenjibly  cf  a  Grey  hound  ^  a  Hawk,  and 
a  Race-Horfe. — Pointeth  out  the  proper  Subjects  for 
Greafe. 

I  A  INTERS  and  Poets  never  mould  be  Fat- 
Sons  of  Apollo  !  liften  well  to  that. 

Fat  is  foul  weather— dims  the  Fancy's  fight : 
In  poverty,  the  wits  more  nimbly  mufter : 
Thus  Stars,  when  pinch'd  by  froit,  caft  keen- 
er luftre 

On  the  black  blanket  of  OLD  MOTHER  NIGHT, 

Your  heavy  Fat,  I  will  maintain, 

1$  perfecl  Birdlime  of  the  Brain  : 

And,  as  to  Goldfinches  the  birdlime  clings-r- 

Fat  holds  Ideas  by  the  legs  and  wings. 

F^it  flattens  the  mofl  brilliant  Thoughts, 

Like  the  Buff-Stop  on  Harpfichords,  cr  Spin- 
nets— 

Muffling  their  pretty  little  tuneful  throats, 
That  would  have  chirp'd  away  like  Linnets, 

Not 


C   "3    ] 

Not  only  Fat  is  hurtful  to  the  Arts, 
But  LOVE,  at  Fat — ev'n  LOVE  ALMIGHTY  (tarts — - 
LOVE  hates  large,  lubberly,  fat,  clumfy  Fellows, 
Panting  and  blowing  like  a  Blackfmith's  Bellows. 

In  Parliament,  amidft  the  various  chat, 
What  eloquence  of  NORTH'S  is  loft  by  Fat! 
Mute  in  his  head-piece   on  his  bofom  hung, 
How  many  a  Speech  hath  flept  upon  his  Tongue! 

So  far  Apollo's  right,  I  need  muft  own, 
To  keep  his  Sons  and  Daughters  high  in  bone : 
The  NINE  too,  as  from  Hiftory  we  glean, 
Are,  like  Don  Quixote's  ROSINANTE,  lean ; 

Who  like  wife  fancy  all  inccumbrance  bad, 
And  therefore  travel  very  thinly  clad ; 
Looking  like  Damfels  juft   efcap'd  from  jails. 
With  backs  al  frcfco^  and  with  tatter'd  tails. 

How,  with  large  rolls  of  Fat,  would  act 

A  Soldier,  or  a  Sailor? 
And  'tis  a  well-attefted  fact, 

Apollo  was  as  nimble  as  a  Taylor. 
How  could  he  elfe  have  caught  that  handfome  flirt, 
Miss  DAPF    E,  racing  through  the  pools  and  dirt  \ 


The 
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The  Marquis  of  CERONA,  of  great  Parts, 

Could  fcarce  fupport  himfelf,  be  was  fo  big — » 

He  ftarv'd— drank  Vinegar  by  pints  and  quarts, . 
And  got  down  to  a  Chriftian — from  a  Pig. 

Some  Author  fays,  his  fkin  (but  fome  will  doubt 
him) 

Would  fold  a  half-a-dozen  times  about  him. 

Reader!— of  lie  I  urge  not  an  iota: 

H;s  {kin- would  really  round  his  body  come, 
Though  tight  before  as  parchment  on  a  drum— - 

Juft  like  a  Portuguefe  Capota.— - 

Yes— ryes— indeed  I  folemnly  repeat, 
Painters  and  Bards  mould  very  little  eat : 
No  matter,  verily,  how  flight  their  fare< — 
Nay,  though  Camelion-like  they  fed  on  air — • 

Elfe  they're,  like  Ladies  much  inclin'd  to  Feeding — 
Who,  often  when  they  fatten,  leave  off  Breeding  ; 
Or,  like  the  Hen,  facetious  JEfop's  ftory, 
So  known — I  {hall  not  lay  the  Tale  before  ye. 

You  would  not  load  with  Fat,  a  Running-Horfe, 
Or  Greyhound  you  defign  to  courfe; 
Nor  would  you  fatten  up  the  Hawk, 
You  mean  to  nimble  birds  to  talk. 


Then  pray,  young  Brummen,  if  you  wifh  to 
thrive, 

And  keep  your  Genius,  and  the  Art  alive, 
Gobble  not  quantities  of  flefti  and  fifli  up: 

BEINGS  who  can  no  harm  from  Fat  receive, 

May  feaft  fecurely— then  for  Heav'n's  fake  leave 
Greafe  to  an  Alderman,  a  Hog,  or  Bifhop. — - 


ODE        VI. 

PETER  flattereth  Mr.  MASON  CHAMBERLIN — and 
that  moft  brilliant  Landfcape-Painter,  Mr.  Lou- 
THERBOURGH —  PETER  admirctby  praifeth,  and 
confoleth  the  Englifh  Claude,  WILSON. 

,  JL  HY  Portraits,  Cbamberlin,  may  be 

NA  likenefs,  far  as  I  can  fee; 
But,  faith!    I  cannot  praife  a  Tingle  feature; 

Yet,  when  it  fo  mail  pleafe  the  Lord, 

To  make  his  people  out  of  Board, 
Thy  pictures  will  be  tolerable  Nature. 

And  Loutherbourgh,  when  Heav'n  fo  wills, 
To  m^ke  Brafs  Skies,  and  Golden  Hills, 

With 


With  Marble  Bullocks  in  Glafs  Paftures  grazing ; 
Ihy  reputation  too  will  rife, 
And  people,  gaping  with  furprife, 

Cry,  "  Monfieur  Loutherbourgh  is  mod  amazing  /" 

But  thou  muft  wait  for  that  event — 
Perhaps  the  change  is  never  meant — 

Till  then,  with  me,  thy  pencil  will  not  fhine— *< 
Till  then,  old  red-nos'd  Wilfon's  art 
Will  hold  its  empire  o'er  my  heart,  v 

By  Britain  left  in  poverty  to  pine. 

But,  honeft  Wilfon,  never  mind  j 
Immortal  praifes  thou  malt  find, 

And  for  a  dinner  have  no  caufe  to  fear— - 
Thou  ftart'ft  at  my  prophetic  rhimes — • 
Don't  be  impatient  for  thofe  times ; 

Wait  till  thou  haft  been  dead  an  hundred  vear. 


ODE 


ODE        VII. 

PETER  breaketb  out  into  Learning,  and  talketh  Latin- 
Advifeth  young  Artijls  to  do  no  more  than  they  can 
do — Recommendeth  to  each  the  Knowledge  of  his 
Genius.— PETER  talketh  of  JEfop's  Fables  and  Mr, 
STUBBS — PETER  ventureth  on  the  Stage — Re  cor d- 
£th  a  Story  of  an  Actor,  and  concludcth  facttioujly. 


->  Maecenas,  ut  nemo  quam  fib't  fortein" — 
Was  partly  written  for  thofe  fools 
Who  flight  the  very  art  that  would  iupport  'em, 
In  fpite  of  Gratitude's  an,d  Wjifdom's  rules. 

It  brings  to  mind  old  j^Efop's  tale,  fo  fweet, 
Of  a  po.or  country-bumpkin  of  a  Stag, 

Who  us'd  to  curfe  his  clumfy  Legs  and  Feet, 
But  of  his  Horns  did  wonderfully  brag. 

Unlike  our  London  poor  John-Bulls, 

^ 

Who,  from  the  wardrobe  of  their  fculls, 

Could,  with  the  greateft  pleafure,  piece-meal  tea? 

Such  pretty-looking  ornamental  geer. 

But,  to  the  flory  of  the  Buck, 

Like  (many  Englilh  ones)  much  out  of  luck. 


\Vhen  to  a  thicket  Matter  Buck  was  chas'd ; 

His  fav'rite  Hprns  contriv'd  to  fpoil  his  trot — 
By  keeping  the  young  'Squire  in  limbo  fail, 

Till  John  the  Kuntfman  came  and  cut  his  throat. 

Unfortunately  for  the  Graphic  Art, 
Painters  too  often  their  true  genius  thwart ; 
Mad  to  accomplifh  what  can  ne'er  be  done, 
They  form  for  criticifm — a  woild  of  fun. 

The  Man  of  Hiil'ry  longs  to  deal  in  little, 
C^uits  lafting  oil,  for  perifhable  fpittle  : 

The  Man  of  Miniature  to  Hift'ry  fprings, 
Mounts  with  an  ardour  wild  the  broom-like  Brufh, 

Makes  for  Sublimity  a  daring  pufh, 
And  ihows,  like  Icarus,  his  feeble  wings. 

*Tis  faid  that  nought  fo  much  the  temper  rubs 
Of  that  ingenious  Arfift,  Mr.  STUBBS, 
As  calling  him  a  Horfe-painter — How  ftrange, 
That  STUBBS  the  title  mould  defire  to  change ! 

Yet  doth  he  curfes  on  th*  occafion  utter, 
And  foolifh  quarrels  with  his  bread  and  butter. 
Y':5,  after  Landfcape,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 
This  very  Mr.  STUBBS  prodigious  mad  is; 


So 
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So  quits  his  Horfe — on  which  the  Man  might  ride 
To  Fame's  fair  Temple,  happy  and  unhurt ; 

And  takes  a  Hobby-horfe  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  flings  him,  like  a  lubber,  in  the  dirt. 

< 

The  felf-fame  folly  reigns,  too,  on  the  Stage, 

Such  for  impoffibilities  the  rage! 
The  Man  of  Farce,  to  Tragedy  afpires, 
And,  calf-like  bellowing,  feels  heroic  fires — 

WESTON  for  Hamlet  and  Othello  figh'd, 
And  thought  it  dev'lifh  hard  to  be  denied. — 
The  courtly  ABINGTON'S  untoward  Star 
Wanted  her  reputation .  much  to  mar, 
And  fink  the  Lady  to  the  Warning-tub — 
So  whifper'd — "  Mrs.  Abington,  play  Scrub" — 
To  folly  full  as  great,  fome  imp  may  lug  her, 
And  bid  her  ilink  in  Filch,  and  Abel  Dritgger, 

An  Actor,  living  at  this  time, 
That  now  I  pen  my  verfe  fublime, 

Could  not,  to  fave  his  foul,  find  out  his  fort — 
But  lo!    it  happen'd,  on  a  lucky  night, 
He  on  the  fubjecl:  got  a  deal  of  light ; 

And  thus  doth  Fame  the  circumflance  report. 


After 
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After  exhibiting  to  Pit,  and  Boxes, 

To  take  a  dram,  the  Aftor  ftroll'd  to  *  Fox's—* 

Where  foon  his  friend  came  in,  fuch  fine  things 

faying, 

Offering  a  thoufand  pretty  falutations, 
With  full-confirming  Oath-ejaculations 

Unto  -this  Son  of  Thefpis,  for  his  playing. 

"  By  Heav'ns!"  quoth  he,  "  imrivall'd  is  thy  nie- 

«  rit 

'*  Thou  play'dft  to-night,  my  friend,  with  \natchlei~s 

"  fpirit  : 

"  Zounds !    my  dear  fellow,  let  me  go  to  H-ll, 
"  If  ever  part  was  aded  half  fo  well  1" 

The  Ador  blufiYd,  and  bow'd,  and  filly  lookM, 
To  hear  fuch  compliments  fo  nicely  cook'd — 
Getting  the  better  of  his  mauvaife  honte — 
And  itaring  at  the  other's  fteady  front, 

He  afk'd — *c  What  part,  pray,  mean  ye?    for,  in 

'  troth, 

c  I  know  of  none  that  you  mould  fo  commend'— 
"  What  part  1"   replied  the  other  with  an  oath  : 
"  The  hind-part  of  a  JACK-ASS,  f  my  dear  friend  !" 

*   A  Tavern  near  the  PlayKoufe. 

f  A  Part  in  one  of  the  Pantomimes,  which  contains  a  large 
portion  of  kicking,  braying,  obftmacy,  and  tail-wriggling. 

The 


Tlie  Player,  pleas'd  inflead  of  being  hurt, 
Thank' d  him  for  the  difcovery  of  his  fort—' 
Purfued  his  genius — fought  no  higher  game, 
And  by  his  JACK- ASS  won  unervied  fame. 


ODE        VIII, 
PETER-  abufcth  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cos  WAY. 


FIE, 


Cofivay  !   Pm  afham'd  to  fay 
Thou  own'ft  the  title  of  R.  A. — 

I  fear,  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  devil's  fending — 
Some  honeft  calling  quickly  find, 
And  bid  thy  Wife  her  kitchen  mind, 

Or  fliirts  and  fhifts  be  making,  or  be  mending. 

If  Madam  cannot  make  a  fhirt, 
Or  mend,  or  from  it  warn  the  dirt, 

Better  than  paint — the  Poet  for  thee  feels-— 
Or  take  a  flitch  up  in  thy  flocking, 
(Which  for  a  wife  is  very  fhockingj 

I  pity  the  condition  of  thy  heels. 

WThat  vanity  was  in  your  fkulls,1 
To  make  you  ad  fo  like  two  fools, 

T*  expofe 


T*  expofe  your  daubs,  tho'  made  with  wond'rous 

pains  out  ? 

Could  Raphael's  angry  ghofl  arife, 
And  on  the  figures  caft  his  eyes, 

He'd  catch  a  piftol  up,  and  blow-your  brains  out. 

MUSE,  in  this  criticifm,  I  fear, 

Thou  really  haft  been  too  fevere : 

Co  SWAY  paints  Miniature  with  truth  and  fpirity 

And  Mrs.  COSWAY  boafls  a  fund  of  merit. 

Be  more  like  courtly  Horace's  thy  page  ', 
And  fliun  of  furious  Juvenal  the  rage, 
Of  whom  old  Scaliger  afierts — "  qui  jugulat" — • 
Jd  g^— -the  fellow  would  not  murder,  boggle  at. 

This  Scaliger  employs,  too,  the  word  trucidat : 
That  is,  the  Bard  wouJd  dam  through  thick  and 
thin, 

And,  like  a  ruffian,  would  fo  ufe  ye,  that 

He  would  not  leave  a  whole  bone  in  vouf  fkin. 


ODE 


ODE        IX. 


PETER  exhibit etb  Bible  Knowledge — Condemneth  Imi- 
tators,  and  maketh  Comfarifons. 

J5lR  JOSHUA — for  I've  read  my  Bible  over, 
Of  whofe  fine  art  I  own  myfelf  a  lover, 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Matthew,  the  firft  chapter — 
Abram  got  Ifaac — Ifaac,  Jacob  got — 
Jofeph  to  get,  was  lucky  Jacob's  Lot> 

And  all  his  brothers, 
Who  very  naf  rally  made  others, 
Continuing  to  the  end  of  a  long  chapter*-— 
A  genealogy  I  read  with  rapture. 

Yet,  poflibly,  not  with  fo  much  delight, 

As  QueemVry's    DUKE    delighting   in  good 

cottrfes, 
Reads  (which  Pm    told  he  doth,    from   morn  to 

night) 

The  noble  pedigrees  of  Running-Horfes, 
Penn'd  with  a  deal  of  fubtlety,  and  labor, 
By  that  great  Turf-Apoftle,  Mr.  HEBER. 

D  Sir 
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Sir  JOSHUA'S  happy  pencil  hath  produc'd 

A  hofl  of  Copyifts,  much  of  the  fame  feature  j 

By  which  the  Aft  hath  greatly  been  abus'd — 
I  own  Sir  JOSHUA,  great — but  Nature  greater. 

But  what,  alas!    is  ten-times  worfe— 

The  progrefs  of  the  Art.  to  curfe  i 

The  Copyifts  have  been  copied  too ; 

And  that,  I'm  fure,  will  never  do. 

Such  Painters  are  like  Pointers   hunting  game — 
Intent  on  pleafure,  and  Dog-fame ; 
Suppofe  a  half-a-dozen  dogs<  or  more, 
Snuffing,  and  fcamp'ring,  croffing  the  field  o'er. 

One  Pointer  fcents  the  Partridge — points — 
Fix'd  like  a  ftatue  on  the  pleafing  gale! 
How  adl:  the  others  ? — Stop  their  fcamp'ring  joints ; 
And,  lo!    one's  Nofe  is  on  his  neighbour's    Tail. 

Perhaps  this  Dog-comparifon  of  mine, 
Though  vaftly  natural,  and  vaftly  fine, 
May  not  be  fully  underftood 
By  all  the.  youngling  Painter  Brood  ; 
Therefore,  that  into  erro'r  they  may'nt  roarn, 
I  think  I'll  be  a  little  more  at  kome. 

Suppofe  a  Damfel  of  the  Cyprian  clafs, 
A  frem-imported,  lovely,  blooming  lafs, 

Gay, 
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Gay,  carelefs,  fmiling,  ogling  in  the  Park— 
Suppofe  thofe  charms,    fo  pleafmg  to  the  eye, 
Catch  the  wild  glance,  and  ftart  the  am'rous  figh, 

Of  fome  young  roving  military  Spark ! 

Lo !    as  if  touch'd   by  bailiffs,  or  by  thunder, 
Sudden  he  flops — all-over  ftarirfg  wonder— 
A  thoufand  fancies,  his  warm  brain  furround ; 
And  nail'd,  as  if  by  magic,  to  the  ground, 
He  points  towards  thofe  fafcinating  charms 
That  rous'd  the  hofl  of  Paflions  up  in  arms. 

A  brother  Enfign  fpies  the  ftock-flill  lad, 

And   fudden  halts — grave    pond'ring    what  it 
means 

Another  Enfign,  taking  this  for  mad, 

Upon  his  fupple-jack,  deep-marv'ling  leans: 

Another  Enfign  after  him,  too,  fauntering, 
Stops  fhort,  and  to  his  eye  applies  his  glafs — 

To  know  what  ftay'd  his  brother  Enfign's  cantering, 
Not  dreaming  of  that  eye-catcher,  the. LASS. 

Thus  nofing  one  the  other's  back, 
Stands  in  a  goodly  row  the  King's  red  Pack ; 
Except  the  firjl^  whom  NATURE'S  charms  inflame — 
His  nofe  is    properly  towards  the  game. 

D  2  E'en 
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E'en  fo,  the  PRESIDENT,  to  NATURE  true, 
Doth  mark  her  form,  and  all  her  haunts  purfue  ; 
Whilft  half  the  filly  Brufhmen  of  the  land, 
Contented  take  the  NYMPH  at  fecond-hand ; 
Imps,  who  juft  boaft  the  merit  of  TranflaiQrs-— 
Horace's  fervum  pecus— Imitators. 


ODE         X. 

PETER  jtereth  Meffieurs  SERRES  and  ZOFFANI,  and 
praifeth  and  condemneth  Mr.  BARRET. 

OERRES  and  ZOFFANI!   I  ween, 
I  better  works  than  yours  have  feen — 

You'll  fay,  no  compliment  can  well  be  colder — 
Why,  as  you  fcarce  are  in  your  prime, 
And  wait  the  flrength'ning  hand  of  Time, 

I  hope  that  you'll  improve  as  you  grow  older*. 

Believe   me,    BARRET,    thou   haft  truth  and 

tafte; 
Yet  fometimes  art  thou  apt  to  be  nmhqfte  : 

*  The  fir.T  is  about  70  years  of  age,  and  the  Jail  63  or  64. 

Too 
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Too  oft  thy  pencil,  or  thy  genius,  flags — 
•     Too   oft  thy  Landfcapes,  Bonfires  feem  to  be  j 

And  in  thy  buttling  Clouds,  methinks  I  fee 
The  Refurreclion  of  OLD  RAGS. 

O  CATTON,  our  poor  feelings  fpare ! 

Supprefs  thy  train  another  year ; 
Nor  of  thy  folly  make  us  fay  a  hard  thing — 

And  lo  !    thofe  daubs  amongfl  the  many, 

Painted  by  Pvlr.  EDWARD  PENNY! 
They  truly  are  not  worth  a  half  a  farthing. 


ODE         XL 

PJ;TER    cannonadeth   FASHION — Advifeth   People 
ufe'  their  own  Eyes  and'  Nofes  ;    and  ordereth  what 
is  to  be  done  ivlth  a  bad 


E  Year  the  Pow'rs  of  Fafliion  rule 
In  favour  of  the   Roman  School — 
They  hey,  for  Drawing !    Raphael  an4  Pouffiri. 
The  following  year,   the  Flemifh  Schools  mail 

ft.rike — 

Then   hey,   for  Col'ring — Rubens   and  Van- 
dyke ; 
And,  lo  !  the  Roman  is  not  worth  a  pin, 

Be 
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Be  not  impos'd   upon  by  FASHION'S  roar — 
FASHION  too  often  makes  a  monftrous  npife, 

Bids   us,  a  fickle  jade,  like  fools  adore 
The  pooreft  trafh,  the  meaneft  toys. 

And  as  a  Gang  of  Thieves  a  buflle  make, 
With  greater  eafe  your  purfe  to  take, 

So  FASHION  frequently,  her  point  to  gain? 
Sets  up  a  howl  enough  to  ftun  a  ftone, 

And  fairly  picks  the  Pocket  of  your  Brain, 
That  is,  if  any  Brain  you  chance  to  own. 

Carry  your  Eyes  with  you  where-e'er  you  go — 
For  not  to  trufbto  them,  is  to  abufe  'em, 

As  Nature  gave  them  t?ye,  you  ought  to  know 
The  wife  old  Lady  meant  that  you  mould  ufe  'em  j 

And  yet,  what  thoufands,  to  our  vafl  furprife, 

Of  Figures  judge  by  other  people's  Eyes ! 

When  Nature  made  a  prefent  of  a  Nofe  • 
To  each  man's  face,  we  juftly  may  fuppofe 
She  meant,  that  for  itfelf  the  Nofe  fhould  think, 
And  judge  in  matters  of  Perfume  and  Stink ; 
Not  meant  it  for  a  mule  alone,  poor  hack ! 
To  bear  Horn  Spectacles  upon  its  back — 
"  Suppofe  it  cannot  fmell,  what  -then  ?"  you'll  fay. 
Fling  it  away. 

ODE 
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ODE        XII. 


The  LYRIC  BARD  groweth  willy  on  Mr.  PETERS',? 
Angel  and  Child — and  Madam  ANGELICA  KAUFF- 

MAN. 

JL/EAR  Peters!  who,  like  Luke  the  Saint, 

A  man  of  Gofpel  art,  and  Paint, 
Thy  pencil  flames  not  with  poetic  fury  : 

If  Heav'n's  fair  Angels  are  like  thine, 

Our  Bucks,  I  think,  O  grave  Divine, 
May  meet  in  t'other  world  the  Nymphs  of  Drury. 

The  Infant  Soul  I  do  not  much  admire : 

It  boafle^h  fomewhat  more  of  flefh  than  fire — 
The  picture,  Peters,  cannot  much  adorn  ye — 

I'm  glad  though,  that  the  red-fac'd  little  Sin- 
ner, 

Poor  foul !   hath  made  a  hearty  dinner, 
Before  it  ventur'd  on  fo  long  a  journey. 

Angelica  my  plaudit  gains — 

Her  art  fo  fweetly  canvafs  ftains ! 
Her  Dames,  fo  Grecian  !   give  me  fuch  delight ! 

But,  were  fhe  married  to  fuch  gentle  males, 

As  figure  in  her  painted  tales— 
I  f  .ar  (he'd  find  a  flupid  wedding  night. 

ODE 


ODE        XIII. 

PETER  lajheth  the  Ladies.  —  He  turncth  Story-teller*  — 
PETER  grieveth. 

ALTHOUGH  the  Ladies  with  fuch  Beauty 

blaze, 

They  very  frequently  my  paffion  raife—  — 
Their   charms   compenfate,   fcarce,    their-  want  of 


Faffing  amidft  the  EXHIBITION  crowd, 
I  heard  fome  Damfels  fajhlonably  loud, 
And  thus  I  give  the  Dialogue  that  pafs'd. 

"  Oh  !  the  dear  Man  !  (cried  one)  look  !   here's  a 

"  bonnet! 
"  He  mail  paint  ?nc-^-\  am  determined  on  it  — 

"  Lord  !  Coufin,  fee  !  how  beautiful  the  Gown  ! 
"  What  charming  Colours  !   here's  fine  Lace,  here's 

"  Gauze! 

"  What  pretty  Sprigs  the  fellow  draws  i 
"  Lord,  Coufm  !  he's  fhe  cleverefl  Man  in  town  !" 

"  Ay,  Coufin,"  cried  a  fecond,  "  very  true  — 
"  And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red  and 
«  blue— 

"  There's 


"  There's  a  complexion  beats  the  Rouge  of  WAR- 
"  REN! 

"  See  thofe  red  Lips,  oh  la !  they  are  fo  nice ! 

"  What  rofy  Cheeks  then,  Coufm,  to  entice  !— 
"  Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. — 

"  Coufm,  this  Limner  quickly. will  be  feen 

"  Painting  the  PRINCESS  ROYAL,  and  the  QUEEN  : 

"  Pray,  don't  you  think  as  I  do,  Coz  ? 

"  But  we'll  be  painted  firft^  that's  poz." 

Such  was  the  very  pretty  Converfation 
That  pafs'd  between  the  pretty  MiiTes, 

Whilft  unobferv'd,  the  glory  of  our  Nation, " 
Clofe   by   them   hung   SIR   JOSHUA'S  matchlefs 
pieces — 

Works !    that  a  TITIAN'S  hand  could  form  alone — 

Works  !   that  a  REUBENS  had  been  proud  to  own. 

Permit  me,  Ladies,  now  to  lay  before  ye  ' 
What  lately  happen' d — therefore  a  true  Story. 

A        STORY. 

WALKING  one  afternoon  along  the  Strand, 
My  wond'ring  eyes  did  fuddenly  expand 
Upon  a  pretty  leafh  of  Country  LafTes. — 

«  Heav'ns ! 
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"  Heav'ns !  My  dear  beauteous  Angels,  how  d'ye 

«  do? 
"  Upon  my  foul,  I'm  monflrous  glad  to  fee  ye." 

"  Swinge!  PETER,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with  you ; 
"  We're  jufl  to  London  come — well,  pray  how 
"  be  ye  ? 

"  We're  juft  a  going,  while  'tis  light, 
"  To  fee  St.  PAUL'S  before  'tis  dark — 

<:  Lord !    come,  for  once,  be  fo  polite, 
"  And  condefcend  to  be  our  fpark." 

"  With  all  my  heart,-  my  Angels." — On  we  walk'd, 
And  m.;ch  of  London— -much  of  Cornwall  talk'd  : 

Now  did  I  hug  myfelf  to  think 
How  much  that  glorious  flrufture  would  furprife — - 

How  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  mrink 
With  open  mouths,  and  mary'ling  eyes ! 

As  near  to  Ludgate-Hill  we  drew, 

St.  PAUL'S  juft  opening  on  our  view  j 

Behold,  my  lovely  (hangers,  one  and  all, 

Gave,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  fquawl, 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  Hones,  , 

And  fome  confounded  cart  had  crufli'd  their  bones. 

After  well  fright'ning  people  with  their  cries, 
And  flicking  to  a  Ribbon-Shop  their  eyes — 

They 
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They  all  rufh'd  in,  with  founds  enough  to  ftun— 
And  clattering  all  together,  thus  begun. — 

*4  Swinge  !  here  are  Colours  then  to  pleafe ! 

f  Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  Heav'n  ! 
6t  Why !   not  to  fee  fuch  things  as  thefe, 

"  We  never  mould  have  been  forgiv'n. — 

<c  Here,  here,  are  clever  things— good  Lord ! 

"  And,  Sifter,  here,  upon  my  word— r 
"  Here,  here  ! — look  !  here  are  beauties  to  delight ; 

"  Why !   how  a  body's  heels  might  dance 

"  Along  from  Launcefton  to  Penzance, 
"  Before  that  one  might  meet  with  fuch  a  fight!" 

"  Come,  Ladies,  'twill  be  dark,"  cried  I — "  I  fear : 
*'  Pray  let  us  view  St.  PAUL'S,  it  is  fo  near." — 
"  Lord !  PETER,  (cried  the  girls;  don't  mind  St. 

"  PAUL  !— 

"  Sure  !    you're  a  molt  incurious  foul — 
"  Why — we  can  fee  the  Church  another  day, 
"  Don't  be  afraid — St.  PAUL'S  can't  run  away" 

READER, 

If  e'er  thy  bofom  felt  a  Thought  fublime9 
Drops  tears  of  pity  with  the  Man  of  Rhime ! 

ODE 
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ODE         XIV. 

PETER  difelaimeth  Flattery  —  Defer  ibeth  the  GRAND 
MONARQUE  —  and  promifeth  critical  Candour. 


I  S  very  true,  that  Flattery's  not  my  fort—  • 
I  cannot  to  Stupidity  pay  couit:  — 
And  fwear  a  face  looks  fcnfc,  (the  picture  puffing) 
That  boafts  no  more  expreffion  than  a  muffin. 

And  yet,  a  Frenchman  can  do  this, 
And  think  he  doth  not  aft  amifs  ; 
Although  he  tells  a  mod  confounded  lie  — 
King  LEWIS  leads  me  into  this  remark, 
Call'd  by  his  People  all,  LE  GRAND  Mo* 

BARQUE  - 

A  Demi-God  in  every  Frenchman's  eye. 

His  Portrait  by  fome  famous  hand  was  done, 
And  then  exhibited  at  the  Salon  — 
At  once  a  courtly  Critic  criticifes  —  • 

•"  "Where  is  the  brilliant  eye,  the  charming 

"  grace, 
"  The  fenfe  profound  that  marks  the   Royal 

"  Face  — 
"  The  Soul  of  LEWIS,  that  fo  very  wife  is  ?" 

Yet 
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Yet  when  he  bawl'd  for  Senfe,  he  bawTd,  I  wot, 
For  furniture  the  head  had  never  got. 
Reader,  believe  me  that  this  Gentleman 
Was  form'd  on  Nature's  very  homely  plan.-— 

Clumfy  in  legs  and  moulders,  head  and  gullet, 
His  mouth  abroad  in  feeming  wonder  loft, 
As  if  its  meaning  had  given  up  the  ghoft : 

His  eye  far  duller  than  a  leaden  bullet ; 

Nature  fo  flighting  the  poor  Royal  Nob, 
As  if  fhe  bargain' d  for  it,  by  the  job. 

Therefore,  mould  mighty  G ,  or  great  LORD 

NORTH, 

Both  Gentlefolks  of  high  condition, 
Think  it  worth  while  to  fend  their  Faces  forth, 

To  flare  amidft  the  ROYAL  EXHIBITION — 

If  Likenefles,  I'll  not  condemn  the  Figures, 

To  compliment  thofe  mighty  People's  polls.-— 

I  fcorn  to  pafs  unfair,  and  cruel  flriftures, 
By  afking  for  the  Graces,  or  their  Souls. 


ODE 
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ODE        XIV. 

PETER  praifeth  Mr.  S TUBES,  and  adminiftereth 
•wholefome  Advice — Surprifeth  Mr.  HONE  with  a 
Compliment — Condudeth  with  fufpecling  the  Ingra- 
titude of  the  ROYAL  ACADEMICIANS. 

W  ELL-pleas'cl  thy  Horfes,  Stubbs,  I  view, 
And  eke  thy  Dogs,  to  nature  true  : 

Let  modern  artifts  match  thee  if  they  can — 
Such  animals  thy  genius  fuit — 
Then  ftick,  I  beg  thee,  to  the  Brute, 

And  meddle  riot  with -Woman,  nor  with  Man. 

And  now  for  Mr.  Nathan  Hone — 

In  portrait  thou'rt  as  much  alone  9 
As  in  his  Landfcape  ftands  th*  unrival'd  Claude—' 

Of  pictures  I  have  feen  enough, 

Moft  vile,  moft  execrable  fluff! 
But  none  fo  bad  as  thine,  I  vow  to  God. 

Thus  iri  the  caufe  of  Painting  loyal 

Sublime  I've  fung  to  Artifts  Royal— 
With  Labour-pains  the  Mufe  hath  fore  been  torn ! 

And  yet  each  Academic  Face, 

I  fear  me,  hath  not  got  the  grace 
To  fmile  upon  the  Bantling,  now  'tis  born. 

LYRIC 


LYRIC       ODES, 


FOR  THE  YEAR  M.0CC.LXXXIII. 


Eccs  tterum  Crifpinus ! 


LYRIC       ODES, 


ODE        I. 

PETER  pufeth. — Dlfplayeth  learning. — Praifeth  the 
REVIEWERS. — Defcribetb  himfelf  moft  pathetically. 
— Confoleth  himfelf.  —  Difliketh  the  road  to  the 
Temple  of  Fame  by  means  of  a  pi/lol,  poifon,  or  a 
rope.  —  Addrejfeth  Great  Folks. — Civet h  the  KING 
a  broad  hint. — AJketh  a  queer  quejiion. — Maketh 
as  queer  an  apojirophe  to  GENIUS. 

OONS  of  the  Brufh,    I'm  here  again! 

At  times  Pindar,  and  Fontaine, 
Cafting  a  poetic  pearl  (I  fear)  to  fwine ! 

For  hang  me,  if  my   laft   year's  Odes 

Paid  rent  for  *  lodgings  near  the  gods, 
Or  put  one  fprat  into  this  mouth  divine. 

*  The  Attic  ftory,  or  according  to  the  vulgar  phrafe,  Garret., 

E  For 
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For  odes  my  COUSIN  had  rurnp-fteaks  to  eat  I 

So  fays  Paufaniaa — loads  of  dainty  meat ! 
And  this  the  towns  of  Greece,  to  give,  thought  fit : 

The  bed  hiftorians  one  and  all  declare, 

With  the  moft  folenm  air, 
The  poet  might  have  guttled  till  he  fplit. 

How  different  far,  alas !  my  Worfhip's  fate ! 
To  footh  the  horrors  of  an  empty  plate, 

The    grave  *  PofTefTors    of  the  Critic  Throne 
Gave  me  in  truth,  a  pretty  treat—- 
Of flattery,  mind   me,  not   of  meat ; 

For  they,  poor  fouls,  like  me,  are  fldn  and  bone. 

Ho,  no !  with  all  my  Lyric  powers, 

I'm  not  like   Mrs.  COSWAY'S  f  Hours, 
Red  as  cock-turkies,  plump  as  barn-door  chicken  : 

Merit  and  I  are  miferably  off — 

We  both  have  got  a  moft  confumptive  cough  ; 
Hunger  hath  long  our  harmlefs  bones  been  picking. 

Merit  and  I,  fo  innocent,  fo  good, 

Are  like  the  little  Children  in  the  Wood — 

*  Sec  the  Reviews  for  laft  year. 

f  A  fablime  pi&ure  this !  the  exprefllon  is  truly  Homerical. 
— The  fair  Artift  hath  in  the  mofl  furprifing  manner  communi- 
cated to  canvafs  the  old  Bard's  idea  of  the  Brandy -fac'd  Hours. 
— See  the  Iliad. 

And 
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And  foon,   like  them,  (hall  lay  us  down  and  die ! 
May  fomegood  Chriftian  Bard,  in  pity  ftrong, 
Turn  Redbreaft  kind,  and  with  the  fweeteft 
fong 

Bewail  our  haplefs  fate  with  wat'ry  eye ! 

Poor  Chatterton  was  flarv'd — with  all  his  art ! 

Some  confolation  this  to  my  lean  heart — 
Like  him,  in  holes  too,  fpider-like  I  mope : 

And   there  my  Rev'rence  may  remain,  alas ! 

The  world  will  not  difcover  it,  the  afs ! 
Until  I  fcrape  acquaintance  with,  a  rope : 

Then  up  your  Walpoles,   Bryants,  mount  like 

bees; 

Then  each  my  pow'rs  with  adoration  fees — 
Nothing  their  kind  civilities  can  hinder — 
When,  like  an  Otho,  I  am  found : 
Like  Jacob's  fons  they'll  look  one  t'other  round. 
And  cry,    "  Who  would  have  thought  this  a  young 
Pindar  ?" 

Hanging's  a  difmal   road  to  fame — 

Piftols  and  poifon  juft  the  fame — N 
And,  what  is  worfe,  one  can't  come  back  again — 

Soon  as  the  beauteous  gem  we  find, 

We  can't  difplay  it  to  mankind, 
Tho'  won  with  fuch  wry  mouths  and  wrigling  pain. 

E  2  Ye 
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Ye  Lords  and  Dukes  fo  clever,  fayf 
(For  you  have  much  to  give  away, 
And  much  your  gentle  patronage  1  lack) 
Speak,  is  it  not  a  crying  fin, 
That  Folly's  guts  are  to  his  chin, 

Whilft  mine  are  flunk  a  mile  into  my  back  ? 
Oft  as  his  Sacred  Majefty  I  fee, 
Ah !   George  (I  figh)  Thou  hail  good  things 
with  thee, 

Would  make  me  fportrve  as  a  youthful  cat : 
It  is  not  that  my  foul  fo  loyal 
Would  wifh  to  wed  the  Princefs  Royal, 

Or  be  Archbifhop — no !  I'm  not  for  that. 

Nor  really  have  I  got  the  grace 
To  wiih  for  Laureat  Whitehead's  place ; 
Whofe  Odes  Cibberian — fweet   yet  very  manly, 
Are  fet  with  equal  (Irength  by  Mr.  Stanley. 

Would  not  one  fwear,  that  Ileav'n  hrfd  fools, 
There's  fuch  a  number  of  them  made  ? 

Bum-proof  to  all  the  flogging  of  the  fehools, 
No   ray  of  knowledge  could  their  fculls  pervade : 

Yet,  take  a  peep  into  thofe  fellows  breeches, 

We  Hare  like  congers,  to  obferve  the  riches. 

O  Genius !    what  a  wretch  art  thou, 
That  canft   not  keep  a  mare  nor  cow, 

With 


With  all  rhy  compliment  of  wit  fo  frifky 
Whilft  Folly,  as  a  mill-horfe  blind, 
Bende  his  comptcr  gold  can  find,* 

And  Sundays  fport  a  Jlrumpet  and  a  wbifiy. 


O     D     E        II. 

PETER  critkifeth.  —  Addrcjfetl  the  Brilijh  RAPHAEL. 
—  Pranifctb  Mr.  WEST  great  things,  and,  like 
great  folks,  breaketh  bis  word.  —  Laugbeth  at  the 
Figure  of  King  CHARLES  —  Lajhetb  that  of  OLIVER 
CROMWELL;-  and  ridic.uleth  the  pitiure  of  Peter 
and  'John  running  to  the  Sepulchre.  —  Underjlandcth 
plain-work,  and,  juftly  condemneth  the  Jhortnefs  of 
the  Jhirts  of  Mr.  WEST'S  Angels.  —  Concludetb 
ivith  making  that  Artiji  a  handfome  offer  of  an 
American  Immortality* 


for  my  criticifm  on  paints, 
Where  bull-dogs,  heroes,  fmners,  faints, 

Flames,  thunder,  lightning,  in  confufion  meet  ! 
Behold  the  works  of  Mr.  WEST  ! 
That  Artilt  firft  mall  be  addreft  — 

His  pencil  with  due  reverence  I  greet  — 


Still 
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Still  bleeding  from  his  laft  year's  wound, 
Which  from  my  doughty  lance  he  found  ; 
Methinks  I  hear  the  trembling  Painter  bawl, 
"  Why  doft  thou  perfecute  me,  Saul?" 

Weft,  let  me  whifper  in  thy  ear — 
Snug  as  a  thief  within  a  mill, 
From  me  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear: 
To  panegyric  will  I  turn  my  {kill; 
And  if  thy  piflure  I  am  forc'd  to  blame, 
I'll  fay  moft  handfome  things  about  the  frame. 

Don't  be  caft  down — inflead  of  gall, 

Molafles  from  my  pen  fhall  fall: 
And  yet  I  fear  thy  gullet  it  is  fuch, 

That  could  I  pour  all  Niagara  down, 

Were  Niagara  praife,  thou  wouldft  not  frownj 
Nor  think  the  thund'ring  gulph  one  drop  too  much. 

Ye  Gods !  the  portrait  of  the  King ! 

A  very  Saracen  !  a  glorious  thing  ! 
It  mows  a  faming  pencil,  let  me  tell  ye — 

Methinks  I  fee  the  people  ftare, 

And,  anxious  for  his  life,  declare, 
{e  King  George  hath  got  a  fire-fhip  in  his  belly.*' 


Thy 
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Thy  Charles !— What  muft  I  fay  to  that? 

Each  face  unmeaning,  and  fo  flat ! 
Indeed  firft  coufm  to  a  piece  of  board- — 

But,  Mufe,  we've  promis'd  in  our  layss 

To  give  our  Tankey  Painter  praifej 
So,  Madam,  'ti$  but  fair  to  keep  our  word. 

Well  then,  the  Charles  of  Mr.  Weft, 

And  Oliver,  I  do  proteft, 
jfVnd  eke  the  f  wirnefles  of  reiurre&ion ; 

Will  flop  a  hole,  keep  out  the  wind, 

And  make  a  properer  window-blind 
Than  great  \  Correggio's,  us'd  for  horfe-prote&ion. 

They'll  make  good  floor-cloths,  taylors*  mea- 

fures, 

For  table  coverings,  be  treafures, 
With  butchers,  form  for  flies,  moft charming  flappers; 
And  Monday  mornings  at  the  tub, 
When  Queens  of  fuds  their  linen  fcrub, 
Make  for  the  blue-nos'd  nymphs  delightful  wrap- 
x      pers. 

f  Correggio's  beft  pi&ures  were  actually  made  ufe  of  in  the 
Royal  Stables  in  the  North,  to  keep  the  wind  from  the  tails  of 
the  horfes. 

£  Peter  and  John. 

Weft, 
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I  forgot  laft  year  to  fay 
Thy  Angels  did  my  delicacy  hurt ; 

Their  linen  fo  much  coarfenefs  did  difplay  : 
What's  worfe  each  had  not  above  half  a  Ihirt. 
I  tell  thee,  cambrick  fine  as  webs  of  fpiders 
Ought   to"  have  deck'd  that  brace  of  heav'nly 
Riders'. 

Could  not  their  faddle-bags,  pray,  jump 

To  fomewhat  longer  for  each  rump  ? 

I'd  buy  much  better  at  a  Wapping  mop, 

By  vulgar  tongues  baptiz'd  a  flop ! 

Do  mind,  my  friend,  thy  hits  another  time. 

And  thou  malt  cut  a  figure  in  my  rhime  : 

Sublimely  tow'ring  'midft  th'  Atlantic  roar, 
I'll  waft  thy  praifes  to  thy  *  native  more  ; 
Where  Liberty's  brave  fons  their  Pceans  fmg, 
.  And  every  fcoundrel  Convict  is  a  king. 

*  America. 


ODE 
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ODE      in. 

The  Poet  addreffcih  Mr.  GAINSBOROUGH. — Showetb 
great  Scripture  erudition — Condemneth  Mr.  GAINS-? 
BOROUGH'^  Plagiarifm. — Giveth  the  Artift  ivhol- 
fame  advice. — Praifeth'tbe  Cornijh  Boy  ;  andfayetb 
Jlne  things  to  JACKSON. 

iNlOW,  GAINSBOROUGH,  let  me  view  thy  mining 

labours, 

Who,  mounted  on  thy  painting  throne, 
On  other  Brummen  look' ft  contemptuous  down, 

Like  our  great  Admirals  on  a  gang  of  fwabbers. 

• 
My  eyes,  broad  flaring  Wonder  leads 

To  yon  dear  *  neft  of  Royal  heads  1 
How  each  the  foul  of  my  attention  pulls! 

Suppofe,  my  friend,  thou  giv'fl  the  frame 

•  A  pretty  little  Bible  name 

And  call'ft  it  Golgotha,  the  place  of  Sculls ,? 

Say,  didft  thou  really  paint  sem  (to  be  free)  ? 

An  Angel  finifh'd  Luke's  tranfcendent  line —  . 
Perchance  that  civil  Angel  was  with  thee — 

For  let  me  perifh  if  I  think  them  thine. 

*  A  frame  full  of  heads,    in   mod  humble  imitation  of  the 
Royal  Family. 

Thy 


Thy  *  Dogs  are  good ! — but  yet,  to  make  thce 

flare, 
The  piece  hath  gain'd  a  number  of  deriderc— «• 

They  tell  thee  Genius  in  it  had  no  fliare, 
But  that  thou  foully  flol'd  the  Curs  from  Snyders, 

I  do  not  blame  thy  borrowing  a  hint, 
For,  to  be  plain,  there's  nothing  in't — 

The  man  who  fcorns  to  do  it  is  a  log : 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  tail,  a  nofe, 
Were  modefty,  one  might  fuppofe  ; 

But,  z — ds !  thou  muft  not  fmuggle  the  'whole  Dog. 

O  GAINSBOROUGH,  Nature  plaineth  fore, 

That  thou  hafl  kick'd  her  out  of  door, 

Who,  in  her  bounteous  gifts,  hath  been  fo  free 

To  cull  fuch  genius  out  for  thee— • 

Lo !   all  thy  efforts  without  her  are  vain ! 

Go  find  her,  kifs  her,  and  be  friends  again. 

Speak,  Mufe,  who  form'd  that  matchlefs  head  j 
The  Cornifh  Boy  f ,  in  tin  mines  bred  ; 
Whofe  native  genius,  like  his  diamonds,  fhone 
In  fecret,  till  chance  gave  him  to  the  fun. — 
*Tis  JACKSON'S  portrait — put  the  laurel  on  it, 
While  to  that  tuneful  Swan  I  pour  a  Sonnet. 

*  A  pi&ure  of  Boys  fetting  Dogs  to  fight. 
+  OPIE. 

SONNET, 
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SONNET, 

\ 

.      To     JACKSON,    of    EXETER. 

ENCHANTING  Harmonift!   the  art  is  thine, 
Unmatch'd,  to  pour  the  foul-difiblving  air, 

That  feems  poor  weeping  Virtue's  hymn  divine, 
Soothing  the  wounded  bofom  of  defpair ! 

O  fay,  what  Minftrel  of  the  fky  hath  giv'n 
To  fwell  the  dirge,  fo  muflcally  lorn  ? 

Declare,  hath  dove-ey'd  Pity  left  her  heav'n, 
And  lent  thy  happy  hand  her  lyre  to  mourn  ? 

So  fad  thy  fongs  of  hopelefs  hearts  complain, 
Love,  from  his  Cyprian  ifle,  prepares  to  fly  j 

He  haftes  to  Men  to  thy  tender  drain, 
And  learn  from  thee  to  breathe  a  fweeter  figh. 


ODE 


ODE        V. 

The  GREAT  PETER,  by  a  fold  Pindaric  jumfr  leap, 
eth  frem  Sonnet  to  Gull-catching. 

XvEADER,  doft  know  the  mode  of  catching 
Gulls? 

If  not,  I  will  inform  thee — Take  a  board 
And  place  a  fifh  upon  it  for  the  fools — 

A  Sprat,  or  any  fifh  by  Gulls  ador'd : 

Thofe  birds  who  love  a  lofty  flight, 
And  fometimes  bid  the  Sun  good  night ; 

Spying  the  glittering  bait  that  floats  below ; 
Sans  ceremmie^  down  they  rufh, 
(For  Gulls  have  got  no  manners)  on  the-y  pufh, 

And  what's  the  pretty  confequence,  I  trow  ? 

They  ftrike  their  gentle  jobbernowls  of  lead 
Rump  on  the  board — then  lie  like  Boobies 
dead. 

Reader,  thou  need'ft  not  beat  thy  brains  about, 
To  make  fo  plain  an  application  out — 
There's  many  a  painting  Puppy,  take  my  word, 
Who  knocks  his  filly  head  againfl  a  btard — 

That 


That  might  hare  help'd  the  ftate— made  a  good 

Jaifcr, 
A  Nightman,  or  a  tolerable  Taylor. 


ODE        VI. 

i   . '  V  -  ^     .'     .     ".."". ."  ^.' ".  T *."..".  -T  ""..-."."        -^— _•  ~.  ~.  - 

difftr 


ff  bis  mntrf.—Ta&etb  Jenfify  f  tie  Due  DE 

.RTRES  «*/  /^r  FRENCH 


••  r  IND  me  in  Sodom  out,"  (erdaim'd  the  Lord) 
(C  Ten  &K&MK,  the  place  flaVt  be  un/rca^— 

%£  That  is,  I  will  not  burn  it  ev'iy  board  :" 
The  dev'l  a  Gentleman  was  to  be  found! 

But  this  was  rather  hard,  iince  HeaT*n  well  knew 

That  ev'ry  Fellow  in  it  was  a 

This  houfe  is  nearfy  in  die  iame  condition  — 
Scarce  are  £ra?  f^o^f  amid  thole  wide  abodes  — 

Find  me  ten  pictures  in  this  Exhibition 
Tha;  >e  d—  n*d,  Til  burn  m    C 


And  then  the  world  will  be  in  fits  and  vapours, 
Juft  as  it  was  for  poor  Lord  Mansfield's  papers  *. 

St.  Dennis,  when  his  jowl  was  taken  off, 
HuggM  it,  and  kifs'd  it — carried  it  a  mile — 

This  was  a  pleafant  miracle  enough, 
That  maketh  many  an  Unbeliever  fmile. 

"  'Sblood !  'tis  a  lie !"  you  roar— Pray  do  not  fwear, 
You  may  believe  the  wondrous  tale  indeed ! 

Speak,  haven't  you  faid  that  many  a  Picture  here, 
Was  really  done  by  folks  without  a  bead  ? 

And  haven't  you  fworn  this  inflant  with  furprife, 

That  he  who  did  that  thing  had  neither  hands  nor 
eyes  ? 

How  is  it  that  fuch  miferable  (luff, 

The  walls  of  this  flupendous  building  flains  ? 

The  Council's  ears  with  pleafure  I  could  cuff; 
Mind  me — I  don't  fay  batter  out  their  brains. 

What  will  Duke  Chartres  fay  when  he  goes  home, 

And  tells  King  Lewis  all  about  the  Room  ? 

*  To  the  irreparable  lofs  of  the  public,  and  that  great  Law 
Expounder,  burnt '  burnt  in  Lord  George  Gordon's  religious 
conflagration. — The  newfpapers  howled,  for  months,  over  their 
afhes. Ohf  jam  fatis  tjl. 

Why, 


Why,  viewing  fuch  a  fet  of  red-hot  Heads, 
Our  Exhibition  he  will  liken  Hell  to  ; 

Then  to  the  Monarch,  who  both  writes  and  reads, 
Give  hand-bills  of  the  Wonderom  Katterfelto; 

Swearing  th*  Academy  was  all  fo  flat, 
He'd  rather  fee  the  Wizard  and  his  Cat. 


ODE        VII. 

The  BRITISH  PETER  elegantly  and  happily  depiftetb 
bis  Great  Coufin  of  THEBES.  —  Talketh  of  Fame.  — 
Horfewhippeth  the  Painters  for  turning  their  own 
Trumpeters. 


Defultory  way  of  writing, 
A  hop,  and  ftep,  and  jump,  mode  of  inditing, 

My  great  and  wife  relation,  Pindar,  boafted: 
Or  (for  I  love  the  bard  to  flatter) 
By  jerks,  like  Boar-pigs  making  water, 
"Whatever  firft  came  in  his  fconce, 
Bounce,  out  it  flew,  like  bottle  ale,  at  once, 

A  Cock,  a  Bull,  a  Whale,  a  Soldier  roafled. 

What  marks  we  mortals  are  for  Fame  ! 
How,  poacher-like,  we  hunt  the  game  ! 

No 
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No  matter  for  it,  how  \ve  play  the  fool — 
And  yet,  'tis  pleafing  our  own  laud  to  hear, 
And  really  very  natural  to  prefer 

One  Grain  of  Praife  to  Pounds  of  Ridicule. 

I've  loft  all  patience  with  the  trade — 

I  mean  the  Painters — who  can't  flay 
To  fee  their  works  by  Criticifm  difplay'd, 

And  hear  what  others  have  to  fay ; 

But,  calling  Fame  a  vile  old  lazy  ftrumpet, 
Sound  their  own  praife  from  their  own  *  penny  trum- 
pet. 

Amidil  the  hurly-burly  of  my  brain, 
Where  the  mad  Lyric  Mufe,  with  pain, 
Hammering  hard  verfe,  her  fkill  employs, 
And  beats  a  tinman's  fhop  in  noife ; 
Catching  wild  tropes  and  fimilies, 
That  hop  about  like  fwarms  of  fleas — 
We've  loft  SIR  JOSHUA — Ah !  that  charming  Elf, 
I'm  griev'd  to  fay,  hath  this  year  loft  himfelf. 

Oh  !  Richard,  thy  f  St.  George,  fo  brave, 
Wifdom  and  Prudence  could  not  fave 

*  At  the  beginning  of  the  Exhibition  the  public  papers  fwarm- 
ed  with  thofe  felf-adulators. 

4    See  Mr.  Cofwzy's  picture  of  Prudence,  Wifdom>  and  Va- 
lour, arming  St.  George. 

From 


C  65  ] 

From  being  foully  murder'd,  my  good  friend : 
Some  weep  to  fee  the  woful  figure, 
Whilfl  others  laugh,  and  many  fnigger, 

As  if  their  mirth  would  never  have  an  end. 

Prithee  accept  th'  advice  I  give  with  forrow— 
Of  poor  St.  George  the  ufelefs  armour  borrow, 

To  guard  thy  own  poor  corpfe — don't  be  a  mule — 
Take  it — ev'n  now  thou'rt  like  a  hedgehog  quilFd, 
("Richard,  I  hope  in  God  thou  art  not  kill'd} 

By  the  dire  fhafts  of  merc'lefs  ridicule. 

Pity  it  is!    'tis  true  'tis  pity! 
As  Shakefpeare  lamentably  fays  j 

That  thou,  in  this  obferving  City, 
Thus  runn'ft  a  wh-r-ng  after  PRAISE: 

With  ftrong  defires  I  really  think  thee  fraught ; 
But,  Dick,  the  Nymph  fo  coy  will  not  be  caught. 

Yet,  for  thy  confolation,  mind! 
In  this  thy  wounded  pride  may  refuge  find— 
•Think  of  the  Sage  who  wanted  a  fine  piece  : 

Who  went,  in  vain,  five  hundred  miles  at  lead, 
On  Lais,  a  fweet  file  de  joie,  to  feafl — 
The  Mrs.  Robin/on  of  Greece. 

Prithee  give  up,  and  fave  the  paints  and  oil ; 
And  don't  whole  acres  of  good  canvafs  fpoil : 

F  Thou'lt 
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Thou'lt  fay,  "  Lord !  many  hundreds  do  like  me" 
Lord!   fo  have  fellows  roWd— nay,  further, 
Hundreds  of  villains  have  committed  Murther  ; 

But,  Richard,  are  thefe  Precedents  for  thee? 


ODE        VIII. 
PETER  groiveth  facetious. 

ATURE's  a  coarfe,  vile,  daubing  jade — 
I've  faid  it  often,  and  repeat  it — 

She  doth  not  underftand  her  trade — 
Artifls,  ne'er  mind  her  work,  I  hope  you'll  beat  it. 

Look  now,  for  heaven's  fake,  at  her  fkies ! 
What  are  they  ? — Smoke,  for  certainty,  I  know  j 

From  chimney-tops,  behold!  they  rife, 
Made  by  fome  fweating  Cooks  below. 

Look  at  her  dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it  comes : 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  horfes  bums — 

Then  tell  me,  Decency,  I  muft  requeft, 
Who'd  copy  fuch  a  dev'lifh  nafty  beajl  ? 

Paint 
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Paint  by  the  yard — -your  canvafs  fpread 
Broad  as  the  mainfail  of  a  man  of  war—- 
Your Whale  fhall  eat  up  ev'ry  other  Head, 
Ev'n  as  the  Sun  licks  up  each  fneaking  Star ! 

I  do  affure  you,  bulk  is  no"  bad  trick — • 
By  bulky  things  both  Men  and  Maids  are  taken—- 
Mind too,  to  lay  the  paints  like  mortar  thick, 
And  make  your  picture  look  as  red  as  Bacon. 
All  folks  love  Jize ;   believe  my  rhime, 
Burke  fays,  'tis  part  of  the  Sublime. 

A  Dutchman,  I  forget  his  name — Van  Grout, 
Van  Slabbcrchops,  Van  Stink,  Van  Swab, 

No  matter,  tho*  I  cannot  make  it  out — 
At  calling  names  I  never  was  a  dab : 

This  Dutchman  then,  a  man  of  tafte, 
Holding  a  cheefe  that  weigh'd  a  hundred  pound, 

Thus,  like  a  Burgomafter,  fpoke  with  judgment 

<*ftf, 
"  No  Poet  like  my  broder  flep  de  ground : 

"  He  be  de  beftefl  poet,  look! 
"  Dat  all  de  vorld  mud  pleafe  ;j 

"  Vor  he  heb  vrite  von  book,    - 
"  So  big  as  all  dis  cheefe!" 

F  2  If 


If  at  a  difiame  you  \vould  paint  a  Pig, 
Make  out  each  fingle  briflle  on  his  back: 

Or  if  your  meaner  fubject  be  a  Wig, 
Let  not  the  caxon  a  diftinttnefs  lack; 

Elfe,  all  the  Lady  Critics  will  fo  flare, 

And,  angry,  vow,  "  'Tis  not  a  bit  like  hair !" 

Be  fniDoth  as  gTaps — like  DENNER,  finim  high : 
Then  every  tongue  commends — 

For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye, 
But  feel  your  merit  by  their  finger-ends  : 
Nay !   clofely  nofwg,  o'er  the  Picture,  dwell  j 
As  if  to  try  the  Goodnefs  by  the  Smell. 

Claude's  d' fiances  are  too  confus'tt— 
One  float'. ng  fcene-^—nothing  made  out—- 
For which  he  ought  to  be  abus'd, 
Whofe  works  have  been  fo  cried  about. 

Give  me  the  pencil  whofe  amazing  ftyle 
Makes  a  Bird's  beak  appear  at  twenty  mile ; 

And  to  my  view,  eyes,  legs  and  claws,  will  bring, 
With  ev'ry  feather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  trees  alike,  for  Nature's  wild — 
Fond  of  variety,  a  wayward  child — 
To  blame  your  tafle  fome  blockheads  may  prefume ; 
But,  mini  that  ev'ry  one  be  like  a  Broom. 

Of 
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Of  Steel  and  pureft  Silver  form  your  Waters, 
And  make  your  Clouds  like  Rocks  and  Alligators, 

Whene'er  you  paint  the  Moon,  if  you  are  willing 
To  gain  applaufe — why  paint  her  like  a  Shilling  : 
Or  S  O  L's  bright  orb — be  fure  to  make  him  glow 
Precifely  like  a  Guinea,  or  a  *  Jo. 
In  fhort,  to  get  your  Pictures  prais'd  and  fold, 
Convert,  like  Midas,  ev'ry  thing  to  Gold, 

I  fee,  at  excellence,  you'll  come  at  loft — 
Your  Clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  fluff; 

The  blues  on  China  Mugs  are  now  furpafs'd, 
Your  Sun-fets  yield  not  to  Brick-walls,  nor  Buff, 

In  Stumps  of  Trees  your  art  fo  finely  thrives, 
They  really  look  like  Golden-hafted  Knives!         * 
Go  on,  my  Lads — leave  Nature's  .difmal  hue, 
And  She  ere  long  will  come  and  copy  Tou. 

-f  A  Portugal  Coin  vulgarly  called  a  Johannes, 


ODE 


ODE        IX. 

The  fublime  PETER  condudeth  in  a  Sweat* 

i  HUS  have  I  fmifn'd,  for  this  time, 

My  Odes,  a  little  wild  and  rambling — 
May  people  bite  like  Gudgeons  at  my  rhime  ! 

I  long  to  fee  Jthem  fcrambling — " 
Then  very  foon  I'll  give  'em  more  ("God  willing) 
J3ut  this  is  full  fufficient  for  a  f  Shilling 
For  fuch  a  trifle,  fitch  a  heap ! 
Indeed,  I  fell  my  Goods  too  cheap, 

Finiftfd!  a  difappointed  Artift  cries, 
With  open  mouth,  and  (training  eyes ; 
Gaping  for  praife,  like  a  young  Crow  for  meat*— « 
"  Lord !   why,  you  have  not  mentioned  me  /" 

Mention'd  Thee? 
Thy  impudence  hath  put  me  in  a  fwcat — 

What   rage  for  Fame  attends  both  Great  and 

Small ! 
Better  be  d — n'd  than  mention'd  net  at  all! 

f  Now  Eighteen  Pence,  with  Addition?, 


LYRIC 


LYRIC      ODES, 


FOH  THE  YEAR  M.DCC.LXXXV, 


Ridentem  diem 
id  vetat  ?>•>•"  •  Ho  RAT, 


LYRIC      ODES. 


O    D    E        I, 

[The  divine  PETER  giveth  an  account  of  a  confer* 
ence  he  held  loft  year  with  SATIRE,  who  advifed 
him  to  attack  feme  of  the  R.  A/s,  to  tear  Mr. 
WEST'*  works  to  pieces,  abufe  Mr.  GAINSBOROUGH, 
fallfeul  of  Mrs.  COSWAY'J-  Sampfon,  and  give  a 
gentle  Jlroke  on  the  back  of  Mr.  RIGAUD. — The 
Poet's  gentle  anfwer  to  Satire — The  Ode  of  Re- 
Tnonftrance  that  PETER  received  on  account  of  his 
LYRICS— Satire's  Reply— PETER'J  refolution.] 

"  INlOT,  not  this  year  the  lyric  Peter  fings, — 
"  The  great  R.  A.'s  have  wifh'd  my  fong  to 
"  ceafe; 

(t  I  will  not  pluck  a  feather  from  your  wings, — 
"  So,  Sons  of  Canvafs!    take  your  naps  in 


fe  peace/' 


Such 
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Such  was  my  laft  year's  gracious  fpe'ech, 

Sweet  as  the  King's  to  Commons  and  to  Peers, 

Always  with  fenfe  and  tropes  as  plum-cake  rich  j 
A  lufcious  banquet  for  his  people's  ears ! 

"  Not  write !"  cry'd  Satire,   red  as  fire  with  rages 
"  This  inftant  glorious  war  with  Dulnefs  wage  5 

"  Take,  take  my  fupple-jack, 

"  Play  St.  Bartholomew  with  many  a  back! 
f e  Flay  half  the  Academic  imps  alive ! 
ic  Smoke,    fmoke   the   drones   of  that  flupendous 
"  hive. 


"  Begin  with  George's  idol,  Weft ;. 

"  And  then  proceed  in  order  with  the  reft : 
*'-  This  moment  knock  me  down  his  Mafter  Mofes*, 
"  On- Sinai's  Mountain,  where  his  nofe  is 

"  Cock'd  up  fo  pertly  plumb  againft  the  Lord, 

"  Upon  my  word, 

^  With  all  that  eafe  to  Him  who  rules  above, 
"  As  if  that  Heaven  and  he  were  hand  and  glove" 

*'  Indeed/'    quoth  I,    <e  the  piece  hath  points  of 

"  merit, 
*'  Though  not  poflefs'd  throughout  of  equal  fpirit.'* 

*  Mofes  receiving  the  Law  on  Mount  Sinai. 

«  What!" 
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"  What!"   anfwer'd  Satire,    "  not  knock  MoTes, 

"  down? 

"  O  flupid  Peter !  what  the  devil  mean  ye  ? 
ct  He  looks  a  poor  pert  barber  of  the  town, 

"  With  paper  %n-board  out, — '  Shave  for  a 
'  Penny,* 

.     '»*f*i 

"  Obferve  the  piteous  Ifraelite  once  more — 
"  Wears  he  the  countenance  that  fhould  adore/ 

"  No !   'tis  a  fon  of  lather, — a  rank  prig ; 
"  Who  '(lead  of  fetching  the  moft  facred  Law, 
?'  With  fiber  LOOKS,  and  reverential  AWE, 

"  Seems  pertly  tripping  up  to  fetch  a  WIG. 

"  With  all  her  thunder  bid  the  Mufe 
"  Fall  furious  on  the  groupe  of  Jews, 

"  Whofe  moulders  are  adorn'd  with  Chrift'ian  faces  ; 
"  For  by  each  phiz,  ("I  fpeak  without  a  gibe) 
"  There's  not  an  Ifraelite  in  all  the  tribe — 

<e  Not  that  they  are  encumber'd  by  the  GRACES, 

c<  Strike  off  the  head  of  Jeremiah  * , 
«'  And  break  the  bones  of  old  Ifaiah  f ; 


*  A  Pifturc  by  Mr.  Wed. 
j-  Another  Pidure  by  Weft, 


«  Down 


4<  Down  with  the  duck-wing'd  Angels  *,  that  abreaft 
"  Stretch  from  a  thing  called   cloud,  and  by 

"  their  looks, 
"  Wear  more  the  vifage  of  young  rooks 

"  Cawing  for  victuals  from  their  neft. 

"  Deal  Gainfborough  a  lafh,  for  pride  fo  ftiff, 
**  Who  robs  us  of  fuch  pleafure  for  a  miff; 
*c  Whofe  pencil,  when  he  chufes,  can  be  chafte,     • 
ec  Give  Nature's  form,  and  pleafe  the  eye  of  TASTE, 

,  't  lo  -l-.^if.  of!W'J» 

<e  Of  cuts  on  Sampfon  f  don't  be  fparing, 
**•  Between  two  garden- rollers  flaring, 

"  Shown  by  the  lovely  Dalilah  foul  play ! 
*c  To  atoms  tear  that  J  Frenchman's  tralh, 
<e  Then  bountifully  deal  the  lafli 

"  On  fuch  as  dar'd  to  dub  him  an  R.  A." 

Thus  Satire  to  the  gentle  Poet  cry'd — >• 

And  tbusy    with  lamb-like   fweetnefs,  I  reply'd  :— 

cc  Dear  Satire !  pray  confult  my  life  and  eafe  j 
tc  Were  I  to  write  whatever  you  defire, 
K  The  fat  would  all  be  fairly  in  the  fire, — 

"  R.  A/s  furround  me  like  a  fwarm  of  bees, 

*  In  t!»c  Apotheofis,  a  Plfture  by  Weft. 

|  A  Piftarc  by  Mrs.  Cofway.  J   Rigaud. 

"  Or 
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"  Or  like  a  flock  of  fmall  birds  round  a  fowl 
"  Of  folemn  peculation,  call'd  an  OWL." 

Quoth  I,    "  O  Satire,  Tm  a  fimple  youth, 

"  Muft  make  my  fortune,  therefore  not  fpeak  truth, 

"  Altho*  as  fterling  as  the  holy  bible, — 

"  Truth  makes  it  (Mansfield  fays)  the  more  a  libel : 

"  I  mail  not  fleep  in  peace  within  my  hutch ; 

"  Like  Dodor  Johnfon  *,  I  have  wrote  TOO  MUCH.** 

When  Mount  Vefuvius  -j-  pour'd  his  flames, 
And  frighten'd  all  the  Naples  dames, 
What   did   the  Ladies  of  the  city   do? 
Why,  order'd  a  fat  Cardinal  to  go 

With  good  St.  Januarius's  head, 
And  (hake  it  at  the  MOUNTAIN  'midft  his  riot, 
To  try  to  keep  the  Bully  quiet : 

The  Parfon  went,  and  fhook  the  jowl,  and  fped ; 
Snug  was  the  word — the  flames  at  once  kept  houfe, 
The  bellowing  Mountain  was  as  mute 's  a  moufe. 

*  The  ftory  goes  that  Sam,  before  his  political  conver/Ion, 
replied  to  his  prefent  Majefty,  in  the  Library  at  Buckingham 
Houfe,  on  being  afked  by  the  Monarch,  *  Why  he  did  not  write 
*  more  ?' — "  Pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  have  written  too  much."  So 
candid  a  declaration,  of  which  the  flurdy  Moralift  did  not  be- 
lieve one  fyllable,  procured  him  a  penfion,  and  a  muzzle. 

f  See  Sir  William  Hamilton's  account. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  fhould  Lord  Mansfield  from   his  bench  agre'e 
To  fhake  his  lion  mane-like  wig  at  me, 

And  bid  his  grim-look'd  Myrmidons  afTail : — 
With  heads  Medufan,  and  v.ith  heart  of  bone ; 
XV ho,  if  they  did  not  turn  me  into  Jlone^ 

IVIight  turn  my  limbs^  fo  gentle,  into  jail. 

Read,  read  this  Ode,  juft  come  to  hand, 

Giving  the  Mufe  to  underftand 

That  cruelty  and  fcandal  fwell  her  fong, 

And  that*  twere  better  far  fhe  held  her  tongue* 

To  PETER    PINDAR,   ESQ. 

JL\  Thoufand  ffogs,  upon  a  fummer's  day, 
Were  fporting  'midft  the  funny  ray, 
In  a  large  pool,  reflecting  every  face  ; — 

They  ihowM  their  gold  lac'd  deaths  with  pride? 

In  harmlds  fallies,  frequent  vied, 
And  gambol'd  through  the  water  with  3  grace. 

It  happened  that  a  band  of  boys, 
Obfervant  of  their  harmlefs  joys, 
ThoiightJefs,.  reiolv'd  to  fpoil  their  happy  fport ; 
One  frenzy  feiz'd  both  GREAT  and  SMALL, 
On  the  poor  frogs  the  rogues  began  to  fall, 
M -jarring  to  f&lajb  them,  not  to  do  them  hurt. 

As 
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As  Milton  quaintly  fings,    c  the  ftones  'gan  pour,' ' 
Indeed  an  Otaheite  fhow'r ! 

The  confequence  was  dreadful,  let  me  tell  ye ; 
ONE'S  eye  was  beat  out  of  his  head ; — 
This  limp'd  away,  that  lay  for  dead, — 

Here  mourn' d  a  broken  back,  and  there  a  belly. 

Amongft  the  fmitten9   it  \ras  found, 
Their  beauteous  Queen  receiv'd  a  wound  ; 
The  blow  gave  ev'ry  heart  a  figh, 
And  drew  a  tear  from  ev'ry  eye : — 
At  length  King  CROAK  got  up,  and  thus  begun — 
"  My  lads,  you  think  this  very  pretty  FUN  ! 

"  Your  pebbles  round  us  fly  as  thick  as  hops, — 
"  Have  warmly  complimented  all  our  chops ; — - 
"  To  you  I  guefs  that  thefe  are  pleafant  Jiones  ! 
"  And  fo  they  might  be  to  us  Frogs , 
"  You  damn'd,  young,  good  for-nothing  dogs, 
"  But  that   they  are  To  hard, — they   break  our 
"  bones." 

PETER  !  thou  mark'fl  the  meaning  of  this  fable — 

So  put  thy  Pegafus  into  the  ftable ; 

Nor  wanton  thus  with  cruel  pride, 

Mad,  Jehu-like,  o'er  harmlefs  people  ride. 
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To  drop  the  metaphor,— the  Fair  *, 
Whofe  works  thy  Mufe  forbore  to  fpare, 

is  bleft  with  talents  Envy  muft  approve ; 

And  didft  thou  know  her  heart,  thou'dft  fay- 
"  PERDITION  catch  the  IDLE  LAY!" 

Then  ftrike  thy  Lyre  to  INNOCENCE  and  LOVE. 

ce  Poh !  poh !"  cry'd  Satire,  with  a  frnile, 
*c  Where  is  the  glorious  freedom  of  our  Me, 

*'  If  not  permitted  to  call  names  ?'* 
Methought  the  argument  had  weight — 

"  Satire,"  quoth  I,   "  you're  very  right"- 
So  once  more  forth  volcanic  Peter  flames ! 


*  Mrs.Cofway. 


ODE 
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ODE         II. 

The  Poet  corretteth  the  Mufe's  warmth,  who  begin- 
neth  with  little  lefs  than  calling  names — Hinteth 
at  fome  academic  Giants — And  concludeth  with  a 
"pair  of  apt  and  elegant  Similies. 

"     I  AGRAGS    and    Bobtails    of   the    facred 

"  Brufh"!" 

For  Heaven's   fake,  Mufe,  be  prudent : Hufti ! 

hum!  hufh! 

The  Ode  with  too  much  violence  begins  : 
The  great  R.  A/s,  fo  jealous   of  their  fame, 
Will  all  declare  of  them^  we  make  a  game, 

And  then,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  our  (kins ! 

Think  what  a  formidable  Phalanx,  Mufe, 
Strengthen'd  by  Meffieurs  Garvay  and  Rigaud, 

and  Co. 
How  dangerous  fuch  a  body  to  abufe! 

Then  there's  among  the  Academic  crew, 
A  MAN  *,  that  made  the  prefident  look  blue; 
Brandifh'd  his  weapon — with  a  whirlwind's  forces, 
Tore  by  the  roots  his  flourifliing  difcourfes  j 

*  Mr.  Barry. 

G  And 
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And  fwore  his  own  fweet  Irifh  howl  could  pour 
A  half  a  dozen  fuch,  in  half  an  hour. 

Be  prudent,  Mufe ! — once  more  I  pray — 
In  vain  I  preach !  th'  advice  is  thrown  away : 
Ev'n  now  you  turn  your  nofe  up  with  a  meer, 
And  cry — "  Lord !  Reynolds  hath  no  caufe  to  fear 
When  Barry  dares  the  Prefident  to  fly  on, 

JTis  like  a  Moufe,  that,  work'd  into  a  rage, 
Daring  moft  dreadful  war  to  wage, 
Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nemasan  Lion. 

Or  like  a  Loufe,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  fome  Giant's  (kull — 
Becaufe  Goliath  fcratch'd  him  as  he  fed, 
Employs  with  vehemence  his  angry  claws, 
And  gaping,  grinning,  formidable  jaws, 
To  carry  off  the  GIANT'S  HEAD! 


ODE 
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ODE        III. 

The  Poet  addreffeth  Sir  WILLIAM  CHAMBERS,  a 
Gentleman  of  confequence  in  the  Eleclion  of  R.  A.'s 
—He  accufeth  the  Knight  of  a  partial  and  ridiculous 
di/iribution  of  the  Academic  Honours — Threateneth 
him  with  Rhime — Advifeth  a  reformation. 

V^fNE  minute,  gentle  Irony,  retire 

Behold!   I'm  graver  than  a  muftard pot ; 

The  Mufe  with  bile  hot  as  fire, 

Could  call  fool,  puppy,  blockhead,  and  what  not? 

As  brother  Horace  has  it — tumet  jecur : 

Nor  in  her  angry  progrefs  will  I  check  her. 

Pm  told,  that  Satan  hath  been  long  at  work 

To  bring  th*  Academy  into  difgrace ; 
Oh !    may  that  Member's  b — ck — de  feel  his  fork, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  place ! 
Who  dares  the  devil  join 
In  fo  nefarious  a  defign? 
Yet,  lo!  what  dolts  the  honours  claim! 
I  leave  their  WORKS  to  tell  their  name. 

G  2  Th* 
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Th*  Academy  is  like  a  microfcope 

For  by  the  magnifying  power,  are  feett 

Objects,  that  for  Attention  ne'er  could  hope ; 

No  more,  alas !    than  if  they  ne'er  had  been* 

So  rare  a  building,  and  fo  grac'd 

With  monuments  of  ancient  tafte, 

Statues  and  Bufts,  Relievos  and  Intaglios ; 

For  fuch  poor  things  to  watch  the  treafure, 

Is  laughable  beyond  all  meafure 

'Tis  juft  like  Eunuchs  put  to  guard  Seraglios. 

Think  not,  Sir  William*  I'm  in  jeft — 
By  Heaven !   I  will  not  let  thee  reft  : 

Yet  thou  may'ft  blufter  like  bull-beef  fo  big  j 
And  of  thy  own  importance  full, 
Exclaim — "  Great  cry,  and  little  wool! 

As  Satan  holla'd,  when  he  fhav'd  the  Pig. 

Yes,  thou  malt  feel  my  tomahawk  of  fatire, 
And  find  that  fcalping  is  a  ferious  matter : 
Shock'd  at  th'  abufe,  how  rage  inflames  my  veins ! 

Who  can  help  fwearing,  when  fuch  wights  he 

fees 
Crept  to  th'  Academy  by  ways  and  means, 

Like  mites  and  fkippcrs  in  a  Chefhire  cheefe  ? 

What 
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What  beings  will  the  next  year's  choice  difclofe, 

The  Academic  lift  to  grace  ? 
Some  Jkeletons  of  art,  I  do  fuppofe, 

That  ought  to  blufh  to  mow  their  face. 

Sir  William !   tremble  at  the  Mufe's  tongue ; 
Parnaflus   boafts  a  formidable  throng ! 
All  people  recplle£l  poor  Marfyas'  fate, 

Save  fuch  as  are  dead,  drunk,  -or  faft  aileep  : 
Apollo  tied  the  culprit  to  a  gate, 

And  flay'd  him  as  a  butcher  flays  a  fheep  : 
And  why  ? — Lord !   not  as  hiftory  rehearfes, 
Beeaufe  he  fcorn'd  his  piping — but  his  verfes  : 
In  vain,  like  a  poor  pilloried  punk,  he  bawl'd 
And  kick'd  and  writh'd,  and  faid  his  pray'rs,  and 

fprawl'd ; 

'Twas  all  in  vain — the  God  purfu'd  his  fport, 
And  pull'd  his  hide  off — as  you'd  pull  youryft/r// 
Then  bid  not  rage  the  Mufe's  foul  inflame, 
Whofe  thundering  voice  damnation  makes  or  fame. 

You'll   afk  me,   perhaps,   "  Good   Mafter   Peter, 

pray 
"  What  right  have  you  to  fpeak  ?" — then  pertly 

fmile : 

I'll  tell  you,  Sir — My  pocket  help'd  to  pay 
For  building  that  expenfive  pile, 

A  pile 
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A  pile  that  credit  to  the  nation 

And  does  feme  honour  to  your  worfhip's  brains. 

It  made  a  tax  on  candles  and  fhoe-leather, 
Of  monftrous  ufe  in  dirty  weather : 
It  made  a  tax  on  butcher's  mops, 
So  fpread  its  influence  o'er  poetic  chops  ; 
A  moft  alarming  tax  to  ev'ry  Poet, 
Whofe  poor  lank  greyhound  ribs  with  forrqw  mow 
it. 

Therefore,  Sir  Knight,  pray  mend  your  manners. 
And  don't  chufe  coblers,  blackfmiths,  tinkers,  tan- 
ners: 

Some  people  love  the  converfe  of  low  folks 
To  gain  broad  grins  for  good-for-nothing  jokes — 
Tho*  thou,  'midft  dulnefs,  may'ft  be  pleas'd  tojhine, 
REYNOLDS  mail  ne'er  fit  chee^-by  jowl  with  SWINE* 


ODE 


ODE        IV. 

The  Poet  again  payeth  his  refpecls  to  Sir  WILLIAM 
CHAMBERS — Complaineth  of  his  Wiberality  in  his 
choice  of  R.  A's. — Advifcth  him  to  keep  company 
with  PRUDEN6E,  whom  he  defcribeth  moft  natu- 
rally— He  threateneth  the  Knight — And  concludetb 
ivith  a  beautiful  Simile, 


TH 


!E  Mufe  is  in  the  fidgets — can't  fit  (till — 
She  muft  have  t'other  talk  with  you,  Sir  Will. 
Since  her  lad  Ode,  with  forrow  hath  fhe  heard 

You  want  not  men  with  heav'nly  genius  bleft, 
But  wifti  the  title  of  R.  A.  conferr'd 

On  fuch  as  catch  the  bugs,  and  fweep  the  fpi- 

ders  beft, 

Wafh  of  the  larger  ftatues  beft,  the  faces, 
And  clean  the  dirty  linen  of  the  GRACES  : 
Scour  bed  the  (kins  cf  the  young  marble  brats       * 
Trap  mice,  and  clear  th*  Academy  from  rats. 

You  look  for  men  whofe  heads  are  rather  tubbijh, 
Or,  drum-like,   better  form'd  for  found  than 

fenfe; 

Pleas'd  with  the  fine  Arabian  to  difpenfe, 
You  want  the  big-bon'd  drayhorfe  for  your  rubbiflj. 

.'Raife 
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Raife  not  the  Mufe's  anger,  I  defire ; 

High-born,  file's  hptter  than  the  Jighning's  fire. 

And  proud !    (believe  the  Poet's  word) 

Proud  as  the  lady  of  a  new-made  Lord ; 

Proud,  as  in  all  her  gorgeous  trappings  dreft, 

Fat  Lady  Mayorefs  at  a  City  feaft  j 

Whofe  fpoufe  makes  wigs,  or  forne  fuch  gloripus 

thing, 
Shoes,  gloves,  hats,   nightcaps,   breeches,  for   the 

King  ! 

PRUDENCE,  Sir  William,  is  a  jewel — 
Is  cloaths,  and  meat,  and  diink,  and  fuel! 
PRUDENCE  !    for  man  the  very  bed  of  wives, 
Whom  BARDS  have  feldom  met  with  in  their  lives  ; 
Which,  certes,  doth  account  for,  in  fome  meafure, 
Their  grievous  want  of  worldly  treafure, 
On  which  the  greatcft  blockheads  make  their  brags  ; 
And  ihoweth  why  we  fee,  inftead  of  lace, 
About  the  Poet's  back,  with  little  grace, 
Thofe  fluttering,  French-like  followers — call'd  RAGS, 

PRUDENCE  !   a  fweet,  obliging,  curtfying  lafs, 
Fit  through  this  hypocritic  world  to  pafs  ! 
Who  kept  at  firft  a  little  pedling  mop, 
Swept  her  own  room,  twirl'd  her  own  mop, 
Wafn'd  her  own  finocks,  caught  her  own  fleas, 
And  role  to  fame  and  fortune  by  degrees  j 

Who3 
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Who,  when  fhe  entcr'd  other  people's  houfes, 
Till  fpoke  to,  was  as  filent  as  a  moufe  is  ; 

And  of  opinions,  though  poflefs'd  a  ftore, 
She  left  them  with  her  pattens — at  the  door. 

Sir  William,  you're  a  hound!  and  hunting  FAME  ; — •  • 
Undoubtedly  the  woman  is  fair  game  : 
But,  Nimrod,  mind — my  Mufe  is  WHIPPER-IN  ! 
So  that  if  ever  you  difgrace, 
By  turning  cur,  your  noble  race, 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  your  cvrftnf*  fkin ! 


ODE        V. 

Tbe  Poet  openeth  his  account  of  the  Exhibitors  at  the 
Academy  —  Praijeth  REYNOLDS  —  Half  damnetb 
Mr.  WEST — Completely  damnetb  Mr.  WRIGHT, 
of  Derby — mentioneth  Mr.  FUSEL  I — Complimentetb 
Mr.  OPIE. 

1V1  USE,  fmg  the  wonders  of  the  prefent  year: 
Declare  what  works  of  fterling  worth  appear. 
REYNOLDS,  his  heads  divine,  as  ufual,  gives, 
Where  Guido's,  Rubens',  Titian's  genius  lives ! 

Works ! 
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Works !  I'm  afraid,  like  beauty  of  rare  quality, 
Born  foon  to  fade ! — 'too  fubject  to  mortality  ! 

WEST  molt  judicioufly  my  counfel  takes, 

Paints  by  the  acre — witnefs  Parfon  PETER*  : 

For  garbs,  he  very  pretty  blankets  makes, 
Deferving  praiies  in  the  fweeteft  metie, 

The  fleih  of  Peter's  audience  is  not  good 
Too  much  like  ivory,  and  Hone,  and  wood  ; 
Nor  of  the  figures,  dare  I  praiie  th*  exprc/fion, 
With  fome  folks  thought  a  trifle  of  tranfgreffion, 

WEST,  your  Lqft  Supper  is  a  hungry  piece ; — 
Your  Tyburn  Saints  will  not  your  fame  increafe  : 
With  looks  fo  thievifh,  with  fuch  fkins  of  copper ! 
Were  they  for  fale,  as  Heaven's  my  judge, 
To  give  five  farthings  for  them  I  mould  grudge, 
Nay,  ev'n  my  old  tobacco  (topper. 

Candour  muft  own,  that  frequently  thy  paints 
Have  play'd  the  devil  with  the  Saints : 
For  me  !  I  fancy  them  like  doves  and  throftles  ! 
But  thou9  if  we  believe  thy  art, 
Enough  to  make  us  pious  Chriftians  flart^ 
Haft  very  fcurvy  notions  of  Apoftles. 

*  Peter  preaching,  Mr.  Weft. 

What 


What  of  thy  *  hndfcape  fhall  I  fay, 

Holding  the  old  white  fow,  and  fucking  litter  ? 
Curs'd  be  the  moment,  curs'd  the  day, 

Thou  gav'ft  the  mufe  fuch  reafon  to  be  bitter ! 
But,  Mufe,  be  foft,  and  gen- If 9  gently  figh — 
44  More  damned  {luff  was  never  feen  by  eye." 

Yet  mind!  thy  Landfcape  equals  Derby  WRIGHT'S  f, 

Whofe  canvas  gives  us  very  dlfmal  nights  : 

O'er  'woollen  hills,  where  gold  andjilver  moons, 

Now  mount  like  Sixpences,  and  now  Balloons  ; 

Where  curling  wild,  in  different  directions, 

Nice  'vermicelli  reprefents  refleftions ! 

In  fhort,  where  ev'ry  thing  we  fee  appear, 

Seems  to  exclaim — "  What  bufinqfs  have  we  here  ?" 

FUSELI  refumes  the  brufli  to  pleafe  the  FEW  : 
He  deems  the  MILLION,  fenfelefs,  arrant  crew—- 
For ridicule;— juft^/  to  make  a  feaft — 
A  Caliban — a  great  unjudging  beaft, 
Whofe  crab-like  foul  to  no  great  heights  can  climb, 
And  therefore  cannot  feel  the  true  SUBLIME. 

OPIE  this  year  (fo  fay  his  forms  and  faces) 

Hath  deign'd  to  pick  acquaintance  with  the  GRACES. 

*  A  mod  pitiable  performance  indeed. It  may  be  fairly 

palled  the  Dotage  of  the  art. 

-J-  A  Painter  of  Moon-lights. 

But 
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But  where  are  all  his  old  heads  flown  ? 
Pray,  Matter  OPIE,  leave  your  tricks, 
And  let  our  eyes  fometimes  on  pictures 

That  REMBRANDT  had  been  proud  to  own. 


ODE        VI. 

The  Poet  addreffeth  Majefty — Pleadeth  the  caufe  of 
poor,  flawing  Poetry — He  acknowledged  In  a  for* 
mer  Ode  the  klndnejjes  of  Fame,  yet  throwftb  out  a 
Hint  to  his  Majefty  that  his  finances  may  be  im- 
proved— He  relateth  a  marvellous  flory  of  a  'Je- 
fult — Recommendeth  fomething  Jlmilar  to  his  So-ve* 
reign. 

./I  N'T  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I'm  overjoy'd 
To  find  your  family  fo  fond  of  Painting  j 

I  wifh  her  filler  POETRY  employ'd 

Poor,  dear,  neglected  girl !  with  hunger  faint- 
ing. 

Your  Royal  Grandfire,  (ttuft  me,  Pm  no  fibber) 

Was  vaftly  fond  of  COLLEY  GIBBER. 

For 
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For  fubjects,  how  his  Majefty  would  hunt! 

And  if  a  battle  grac'd  the  Rhine,  or  Wefer, 
He'd  cry—"  Mine  Poet  fal  mak  Ode  upon't!" 

Then  forth  there  came  a  flaming  Ode  to  C^SAR, 

Dread  Sire,  pray  recollect-  a  bit 

Some  glorious  aftion  of  your  life ; 

And  then  your  humble  Poet's  wit, 

Sharp  as  a  razor,  or  a  new-ground  knife, 

Shall  mount  you  on  her  glorious  Balloon  Odes, 

Like  Rome's  great  C^SAR,  to  th'  immortal  GODS  f. 

A  Naples'  Jefuit,  HISTORY  declares, 

On  flips  of  paper  fcribbled  prayers, 
Which  fhow'd  of  wifdom  great  profundity ; 

Then  fold  them  to  the  country  folks, 
To  give  their  turkies,  hens  and  ducks, 

To  bring  increafe  of  fowl-fecundity : 

It  anfwer'd — On  their  turkies,  ducks  and  hens, 
The  country  people  all  were  full  of  brags 

Whofe  little  bums,  in  barns,  and  mows,  and  fens, 
Squat  down,  and  laid  like  conjuration  bags. 

I  wifti  this  fage  experiment  were  try'd 
Upon  the  Mufe,  my  gentle  bride  j 

*  Divifum  Imperiura,  cum  Jove,  Csefar  habet. 

And 
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And  flips  of  paper  giv'n  her,  with  this  prafr — •- 
"  Pay  to  the  bearer  fifty  pounds  at  fight." 
Her  fweet  prolific  poVrs  'twould  fo  delight, 

She'd  breed  like  a  tarns  rabbit  or  a  bars! 


ODE        VIII. 

PETER'.?  account  of  wonderful  Rcliques  mFrance,  with 
the  devotion  paid  them — The  fenfible  application  to 
Painters  and  Painting^  by  way  of  Siituie* 

1  N  France  fome  years  ago — fome  twenty  three, 
At  a  fam'd    Church,    where    hundreds    daily 
jodle, 

I  wifely  paid  a  Pried  fix  fous  to  fee 
The  thumb  of  Thomas  the  Apoflle. 

Gaping  upon  Tom's  thumb,  with  me  in  wonder, 
The   rabble  rais'd   its  eyes — like   ducks    in  thun- 
der; 

Becaufe  in  virtues  it  was  vaflly  rich, 
Had  cur'd  pofiefs'd  of  devils,  and  the  itch  ; 

Work'd  various  wonders  on  a  fcabby  pate 

Made  little  fucking  children  ftfaight, 


Though 
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Though  crook'd  like  rams  horns  by  the  rickets  -f 

Made-people  fee,  though  blind  as  moles, — 

And  made  your  fad,  hyfteric  fouls, 

As  gay  as  gramoppers  and  crickets  ; 
Brought  nofes  back  again  to  faces, 
Long  ftol'n  by  Venus  and  her  Graces  ; 
And  eyes  to  fill  their  parent  fockets, 
Of  which  fad  love  had  pick'd  their  pockets : 

And  had  the  Prieft  permitted,  with  their  kifles, 

The  mob  had  finack'd  the  holy  thumb  to  pieces. 

Though,  Reader,  'twas  not  the  Apoftle's  thumb, 

But  mum ! 

It  play'd  as  well  of  miracles  the  trick, 

Although  a  fainted  piece  of  Jtick! 

For  fix  fous  more,  behold  !  to  view,  was  bolted 
A  feather  of  the  Angel  Gabriel's  wing ! 

Whether  'twas  pluck'd  by  force,  or  calmly  molted, 
No  holy  legends  tell,  nor  Poets  fing. 

But  was  it  Gabriel's  feather,  heav'nly  Mufes  ? 

It  was  not  Gabriel's  feather,  but  a  Goofe's  ! 

But  flay !  from  truth  we  would  not  wifli  to  wander, 

For,  pombly,  the  owner  was  a  Gander., 

Painters !  you  take  me  right :— The  mufe  fuppofes 
You  make  your  coup-de-maitrc  dafhes, 

Chriflen  them  eyes,  and  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  nofes, 
Beards,  chins,  and  whidiers,  and  eyelames ; 

As 
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As  like,  p'rhaps,  as  a  horfe  is  like  a  plumb  ^ 
Or  forefaid  flick,  St.  TOM  thl  Apoftle's  thumb. 

With  purer  eyes  the  Britifh  vulgar  fees ; 
We  are  no  Crawthumpen,  no  Devotees  ; 
So  that  whene'er  your  figures  are  mere  wood, 
Our  eyes  will  never  think  'em  flcjh  and  blood. 


ODE        VIII. 

The  generous  PETER  refcueth  the  immortal  RAPHAEL 
from  the  obloquy  of  MICHAEL  ANGELO  —  The  poet 
moralizeth  —  Tdleth  a  ftory  not  to  the  credit  of 
MICHAEL  ANGELO,  and  nobly  defendeth^A^HAEiJs 
name  again/I  his  invidious  attack  —  Concludeth  with 
a  moji  fage  obfervation. 


OW  difficult  in  Artifts  to  allow 
To   brother  brummen   ev'n  a  grain  of  merit  ! 
Wiming  to  tear  the  laurels  from  their  bro^v, 
They  mew  a  fniv'ling,  diabolic  fpirit. 

So  'tis  !  however  moralifts  may  chatter  — 
What's  worfe  dill  —  nature  will  be  always  nature. 
We  can't  brew  Burgundy  from  four  fmall  beer, 
Nor  make  a  filken  purfe  of  a  few's  ear. 

Sweet 
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Sweet  is  the  voice  of  Pralfe  ! — from  eve  to  morn, 

From  blu filing  morn  to  darkling  eve  again, 
My  Mufe  the  brows  of  Merit  could  adorn, 

And,  lark-like,  fweii  the  Panegyric  ftrain. 
PRAISE,  like  the  balm  which  evening's  dewy  ftar 

Sheds  on  the  drooping  herb  and  fainting  flower, 
Lifts  modeft,  pining  Merit  from  defpair, 

And  gives  her  clouded  eye  a  golden  hour. 

P — x  take  me  if  I  ever  read  the  fiory 

Of  Michael  Angela  without  much  fwearing : 

'Tis  fuch  a  flice  cut  off  from  Michael*?,  glory, 

He  furely  had  been  brandying  it,  or  beering : 

That  is,  in  plainer  Englifh,  he  was  drunk, 

And  candour  from  the  man  with  horror  fhrunk, 

Raphael  did  honour  to  the  Roman  fchool, 
Yet  Angelo  vouchfaf'd  to  call  him  fool ; 
When  working  in  the  Vatican,  would  flare, 
Throw  down  his  brufh,  and  (lamp  and  fwcar, 
If  e'er  a  porter  let  him  in — he'd  Jlone  him, 
And  if  he  Raphael  caught — moft  furely  bone  him. 

He  fwore  the  world  was  a  rank  afs 
To  pay  a  compliment  to  Raphael's  fluff  \ 
For  that  he  knew  the  fellow  well  enough, 

And  that  his  paltry  metal  would  not  pafs. 

H  Such 


Such  was  the 'language  of  this  falfe  Italian ". 
One  time  he  chriftened  Raphael  a  Pygmalion1, 

Swore  that  his  madams  were  compos'd  of  (lone  * 
Swore  his  expreffions  were  like  owls  fo  tamey 
His  drawings,  like  the  lamed  cripple,  lame ; 

That  as  for  composition,  he  had  none. 

Young  Artifts !  thefe  affertions  I  deny ; 

'Twas  vile  ill  manners — not  to  fay  a  lie  : 
RAPHAEL  did  real  excellence  inherit, 

And  if  you  ever  chance  to  paint  as  well, 

I  bona  fide  do  foretel, 
You'll  certainly  be  men  of  merit* 


ODE        IX. 

The  goffiping  PETER  telleth  a  ftrange  Story,  andtruz, 
though  ftrange •;-— Seemeth  to  entertain  no  -very  ele- 
vated opinions  of  the  laifdom  of  Kings — Hinteth  at 
the  narrow  efcape  of  SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS— 
Mr.  RAMSAY'.?  Riches  —  A  Recommendation  of 
Flattery  as  a  Specific  in  Fortune-making. 


'M  told,  and  I  believe  the  ftofy, 

That  a  fam'd  Queen  of  Northern  brutes, 
A  GENTLEWOMAN  of  prodigious  glory, 
Whom  ev'ry  fort  of  epithet  well  fulls  ; 

Whofc 


C    99    ] 

Whofe  hufband  dear  juft  happening  to  provoke  her, 
Was  (hov'd  to  Heaven  upon  a  red-hot  poker! 
Sent  to  a  certain  KING,  not  King  of  France — 
Defiring  by  SIR  JOSHUA's  hand  his  PHIZ— 

What  did  the  Royal  Quiz  ? 
Why,  damn* d  genteelly,  fat  to  Mr.  DANCE*! 
/ 

Then  fent  it  to  the  Northern  Queen —       v 

As  fweet  a  bid  of"waod  as  e'er  was  feen  ! 

And  therefore  moft  unlike  the  PRINCELY  HEAD, 

He  might  as  well  have  fent  a  PIG  OF  LEAD. 

Down  ev'ry  throat  the  piece  was  cramm'd 

As  done  by  REYNOLDS,  and  deferv'dly  damn'd ; 
For  as  to  Mafter  Dance's  art, 
It  ne'er  was  worth  a  fmgle  -  -  — ! 

Deader,  I  .BLUSH ! — am.  delicate  this  time  ! 

So  let  thy  IMPUDENCE  fupply  the  RHIME. 

Thank  God !   that  Kings  cannot  our  tafte  controul, 
And  make  each  fubjecl's  poor,  fubmiffive  foul 

*  X 

*  The  true  reafon  thn.t  induced  His  Majefly  to  fit  to  Mr. 
DANCE,  was  laudable  Royal  ceconomy.  Mr.  DANCE  charged 
Fifty  Pounds  for  the  Picture — Sir  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS'S  price 
was  fomewhat  more  than  a  Hundred — a  very  great  difference  in 
the  market  price  of  Paint  and  Canvas,  and,  let  me  fay,  that  juf. 
tified  the  preference  given  to  the  man  who  worked  cheapeft, 

H  2  Admire 
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Admire  the  TASTE  that  JUDGMENT  oft   cries 

fie  on: 

Had  things  beenfo,  poor  Reynolds  we  had  feen, 
Painting  a  BARBER's  POLE,  —  an   ALE- 
HOUSE QUEEN, 
The  CAT  and    GRIDIRON,    or    the  eld    RED 

LION! 

At  *  Plympton,  perhaps,  for  fome  grave  Doctor  Slop 
Painting  the  pots  and  bottles  of  the  (hop  -9 
Or  in  the  DRAMA,  to  get  meat  to  munch, 
His  brufh  divine  had  piftur'd  fcenes  for  PUNCH  ! 
Whilft  WEST  was  whelping  'midft  his  paints, 
Mofes  and  Aaron,    and   all  forts  of  Saint! 
Adams  and  Eves,  and  Snakes  and  Apples, 
And  Dev'ls,  for  beautifying  certain  CHAPELS  : 
But  Reynolds  is  no  favourite,  that's  the  matter — 
He  hath  not  learnt  the  noble  art — to  flatter^. 

Thrice  nappy  times,  when  MONARC1IS  find  them 
hard  things 

To  teach  us  what  to  view  with  admiration  ; 
And  like  their  heads. OR' halfpence  and  brafs  farthings  ^ 

Make  their  OPINIONS    current  through   the 


nation 


*   Sir  Jofhua's  native  fpot,  in  Devonfhire. 

•f  This  Ode  was  compofed  before  Sir  Joftiua  was  dubbed 
King's  Painter.  Poffibly  the  great  Artift  dreamt  of  my  BEAU- 
TIFUL LYRIC,  and  purfued  its  advice. 

I've 


I've  heard  that  RAMSAY  *  when  he  died, 
Left  juft  nine  rooms  well  fluffed  with  Queens  and 

Kings ; 
From  whence  all  nations  might  have  been  fupr 

plied 
That  long'd  for  valuable  things. 

Viceroys,  Ambaifadors,  and  Plenipos 
Bought  them  to  join  their  raree  mows 

In  foreign  parts, 
And  Ihow  the  PROGRESS  of  the  BRITISH  ARTS. 

Whether  they  purchas'd  by  the  pound  or  yard, 

I  cannot  telly  becaufe  I  never  heard; 

But  this  I  know,  his  Jhop  was  like  a  fair, 

And  dealt  moft  largely  in  the  ROYAL  WARE. 

See  what  it  is  to  gain  a  Monarch's  fmile  ! — 

And  haft  th.ou  mifs'd  it,  Reynolds,  all  this  while  ? 

How    flupid!     prithee,    feek    the   COURTIER's 

SCHOOL, 
And  learn  to  manufacture  OIL  of  FOOL. 

FLATTERY'S    the  turnpike-road   t6   FORTUNE'S 

door 

Truth  is  a  narrow  lane,  all  full  of  quags, 
Leading  to  broken  heads,  abufe,  and  rags, 

And workhoufes, — fad   refuge  for  the,  poor! — 

*  Late  Pinter  to  his  Majefty. 

FLATTERY'S 


FLATTERY'S  a  MOUNTEBANK  fo  fpruce  —  gets 


TRUTH,  a  plain  SIMON-PURE,  a  QUAKER 

PREACHER, 

A  Moral  Mender,  a  difgufting  Teacher, 
Tnat  never  got  a  fixpence  bv  her  SPEECHES  ! 


O     D    %        X. 

The  lofty  PETER  beginneth  with  an  original  Simile 
—Dlfplayetb  a  deep  knowledge  of  Hriier  and  mfr~ 
dern  Dutcheffes — Cancludeth  with  a  Prophecy  about 
his  Sovereign. 

Ji  AINTERS  who  figure  in  the  Exhibition, 

Are  pretty  nearly  in  the  fame  condition 
With  cocks  on  Shrove-tide,  which  the  feafon  ga- 
thers ;' 

Flung  at  by  ev'ry  lubber,  ev'ry  brat. 
That  hath  the  fenfe  to  throw  a  bat, 
To  break  their  bones,  and  knock  about  their  fea- 
thers. 

This  little  difference,  however,  lies, 

Between  the  Painter  and  the  fowl  I  find—- 
The Artift  for  the  poft  of  danger  tries, — 

The  Fovirl  is  fattened  much  <againft  his  mind; 

Who, 
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"Who,  as  to  his  dread  fentence,  would  annul  it- 
Sue  out  his  habeas  corpus,  and  inftead 
-   Of  being  beat  with  bats  about  the  head, 
Make  handfome  love  to  a  fraart  pullet. 

And  yet  the  Painter  like  a  booby  groans, 
Who  courts  the  very  bats  that  break  his  bones. 

But  who  from  fcandal  is  exempt? 

Who  doth  not  meet,  at  times,  contempt  ? 

« 

Great  JOVE,  the  God  of  Gods,  injigures  rich, 
Oft  call'd  his  bofom  ^Queen  a  fancy  bitch  ; 
Achilles  *  call'd  great  Agamemnon  hog, 
An  impudent,  deceitful,  dirty  dog! 

Behold  our  lofty  Dutcheffes  pull  caps, 
And  give  each  other's  reputations  raps, 
As  freely  as  the  drabs  of  Drury's  fchool ; 

And  who,  pray,  knows  that  GEORGE  our  gra- 
cious King, 

(Said  by  his  courtiers  to  know  every  thing) 
May  not,  b^  future  times,  be  call'd  a  FOOL  ! 

*  Vid.  HOMER. 


ODE 


ODE        XL 

The  Bard  fenfibly  reproveth  the  young  Artifts  for 
their  propenfity  to  abufe—Moft  wittily  ccmparcth 
them  to  Horfe-leeches,  Game-cocks,  and  Curs. 

JL    HE  mean,  the  ranc'rous  jealoufies  that  fwell 
In,  fome  fad  Artiits*  fouls,  1  do  deij>ue; 
Inftead  of  nobly  Jlriving  to  excel,     \ 
You  ftr'tve  to  pick  out  one  the  other's  eyes. 

To  be  a  PAINTER,  was  CorregioY glory 

His  fpeech  ihould  flame  in  gold—"  SONO  PIT- 
"  TORE." 

But   what,   if  truth   were   fpoke,    would   be  your 

fpeeches  ? 

'This — "  We're  a  fet  of  fame-fucking  horfe-leeches, 
"  Without  a  blu/h,  the  poor-eft  fcandal  fpeakin'g — 
"  Like  cocks,  for  ever  at  each  other  beakirig ; 
"  As  if  the  globe  we  dwell  on  were  fo  fmall 
"  There  really  was  not  room  enough  for  ALL." 

Young  men!-— 

I  do  prefume  that  one  of  you  in  ten 

Hath 
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Hath  kept  a  dog  or  two,  and  hath  remark'd, 
-  That  when  you  have  been  comfortably  feeding, 
The  curs,  without  one  atom  of  court  breeding, 
With  watery  jaws,  have  whin'd,  and  paw'd,  and 

bark'd  ; 

Show'd  anxioufnefs  about  the  mutton  bone, 
And  'Head  of  your  mouth,  wifh'd  it  in  their  own  ; 
And  if  ypu  gave  this  bone  to  one  or  t'other, 
Heav'ns  what  a  fnarling,  quarrelling  and  pother ! 
This  oft,  perhaps,  had  touch'd  you  to  the  quick, 
And  made  you  teach  good  manners  by  a  kick  ; 
And  if  the  tumult  was  beyond  all  bearing, 
A  little  bit.ofjkvcet  emphatic  fwearing, 
An  eloquence  of  wondrous  ufe  in  wars, 
Amongft  Sea  Captains  and  the  brave  Jack  Tars. 

Now  tell  me  honeftly — pray  don't  you  find 
Somewhat  in  Chriflians  juft  of  the  fame  kind 

That  you  experienc'd  in  the  curs, 

Caufmg  your  anger  and  demurs  ? 
As,  for  example,  when  your  miftrefs,  FAME, 
Wifhing  to  celebrate  a  worthy  name, 
Takes  up  her  trump  to  give  the  juft  applaufe, 

How  have  ypu,  puppy-like,  paw'd,  wifh'd  and 
whin'd ; 

And   growl'd,   and   curs'd,    and   fwore,    and 

pin'd, 
^Lud  long'd  to  tear  the  trumpet  from  her  jaws ! 


The  dogs  deferv'd  their  kicking  to  be  lure ; 
But  you !  O  fie,  boys !  go  and  fin  no  more* 


ODE        XII. 

The  compajjlonate  PETER  lament eth  the  Death  of  Mr, 
HONE,  an  R.  A. — Rccommendetb  him  to  OBLI- 
VION, the  great  Pajron  of  *a  Number  of  GE- 
NIUSES. 

1  HERE'S  one  R.  A.  more  dead!   ftiffis  poor 

HONE! 

His  works  be  with  him  under  the  fame  ftone  : 
I  think  the  facred  Art  will  not  bemoan  'em  j 
But,  Mufe  ! — De  mortuis  nil  nifi  bonujn — 
As  to  his  ho  ft  a  traveller  with  a  fneer, 
Said  of  his  DEAD  fmalhbeer. 

Go  then,  poor  HONE  !    and  join  a  numerous  train 
Sunk  in  OBLIVION'S  wide  pacific  ocean  ; 
And  may  its  -whale-like  ftomach  feel  no  motion 

To  caft  thee,  like  a  JONAH,  up  again. 


ODE 
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O    D    E        XIII. 

The  Poet  exhibited  the  Inconjiancy  of  the  World\  by 
the  moft  elegant  Comparifon  of  a  Tlock  of  Star* 
lings. 


Y< 


OUNG  Artifls,  it  may  fo  fail  out 
That  folks  (hall  make  a  grievous  rout : 
Follow  you — praife  your  painting  to  the  ikies  ; 

When,  perhaps  a  ribband,  (fie  upon  it !) 

A  feather,  or  a  tawdry  bonnet, 
Caught,  by  its  glare,  their  wonder-fpying  eyes. 

Therefore,  don't  thence  fuppofe  that  you  inherit 
Mountains  of  unexampled  merit ; 
That  always  you  /hall  be  purfu'd, 
And  like  a  wondrous  Beauty  woo'd. 

Great  is  the  world's  inconftancy,  God  knows  1 

Fame,  like  the  ocean,  ebbs,  as  well  as  flows  ; 
Next  year  the .  million  pitches  on  a  Ruff, 

A  -Balloon  Cap — a  Shawl — a  Muff; 

For  you,  no  longer  cares  a  fingle  rum, 
Following  fome  other  Brother  of  the  Brufli. 


TQ 
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To  raife  to  nobler  flights  the  Mufe's  wing, 

Ajimile's  a  very  pretty  thing; 

To  whofe  fvveet  aid  I'm  oft  a  humble  debtor, 

T*   illuftrate    with   more    force    the   thing   I 
mean ; 

And  if  the  Simile  be  neat  and  clean, 
Tant  mieux — that  is— ~fo  much  the  better. 

Therefore,   young   folks,   as   there's   a   great  deal 

in't, 
Accept  one  jufl  imported  from  the  mint. 

You've  feen  a  flock  of  Starlings,  to  be  fure, 
A  hundred  thoufand  in  a  mefs  or  more  ; 
Who  fortunately  having  found 
A  lump  of  horfe  litter  upon  the  ground, 

Down  drops  the   chattering   cloud  upon  the 

dung, 
Then  Lord,  what  doings!   Heavens,  what  admira- 

,     tion ! 
What  joy,  what  iranfport  'midil  the  fpeckled  nation! 

How  bufy  ev'ry  bcak^  and  ev'ry  tongue  ! 
All  talking,  gabbling,  but  none  lift'ning, 

Juft  like  a  group  of  goffips  at  a  chrift'ning  ; 

Let  but  a  cowdab  fhow  its  grafs-green  face, 
They're  up,  without  fo  much  as  faying  grace ; 

An4 
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And  lo  !  the  bufy  flock  around  it  pitches ! 
Juft  as  upon  the  lump  before, 
They  gabble,  wonder,  and  adore ! 

And  equal  brother  MA  RTYN'S  f  fpeeches. 

Thefe  darlings  (how  the  world  with  great  propriety, 

Mad  as  March  Hares,  or  Curlews  for  VARIETY, 


ODE        XIV. 

The  Great  PETER  defpifeth  Frenchmen* 


I 


BEG  it  as  a  favour,  my  young  folks, 

You  will  not  copy,  money-like,  the  French,    /(* 
Whofe  pictures,,  juftly,  are  all  Handing  jokes,      ' 

Whether  they  reprefent  a  man  or  wench. 
If  Monfieur  paints  a  man  of  fafhion, 

Making  an  obeifance,  well  bred, 
The  gentleman's  a  ram-cat  in  a  paflion, 

His  back  all  crumpled  o'er'  his  head : 
Or,  if  he  paints  a  wretch  upon  the  wheel, 

And  bone  breaking's  no  trifling  thing,  G— d 

knows ! 
Amidft  his  pains  the  fellow's  f6  genteel! 

He  feels  with  fuch  decorum  all  the  blows. 

f  A  much-admired  Speaker  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  who 
turn.  con.  was  baptized  the  Starling  MARTYN.' 

Or 


Or  if  a  culprit's  going  to  the 

Which  fome  folks  alfo  deem  a  ferious  evi/9 

So  degage  you  fee  the  man  advance, 

His  arms,  hands,  moulders,  turn'd-out  toes, 
Madona-lifte-d  eyes  and  cock'd-up  nofe, 
Proclaim  the  pretty  puppy  in  a  dance. 
I've  feen  a  fleeping  VENUS,  I  declare, 
With  hands  and  legs  ftretch'd  out  with  fucb  an  air ! 
Her  neck  and  head  fo  twifted  on  one  moulder, 
With  fuch  a  heavnly  fmile,  that  each  beholder 
Would  fwear,  fdifdainmg  DANCING'S  'vulgar  track) 
The  Dame  was  walking  minuets  on  her  Back  ! 
Ev'n  an  old  woman  yielding  up  her  breath 

By  means  of  cholic,  done,  or  gravel ; 
How  fmirkingly  me  feels  the  pangs  of  death  ! 

With  what  a  grace  her  foul  prepares  to  travel! 

A  Frenchman's  Angel  is  an  OPERA  PUNK ; — 

His  Virgin  Marys — niilleners  half  drunk  j 

Our  bleft  Redeemer,  a  rank  petit  mailre, 

In  every  attitude  and  feature; 

The  humble  Jofeph,  fo  genteelly  made, 

And  only  fit  to  compliment  his  wife 

So  delicate  I   as  if  he  fcarcely  knew 
Oak  from  deal  board — a  gimblet  from  a  fcrew  j 
And  never  made  a  MOUSE  TRAP  in  his  life. 

Think 
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Think  not  I  wantonly  attack  thofe  people;— 
In  prejudice  that  I'm  as  ftiff's  a  fteeple  ; 
No  ! — yet,  I  own  I  hate  the  fhrugging  dogs— - 
I've  liv'd  amongft  them,  eat  their  frogs, 
And  vomited  them  up,  thank  God,  again ; 
So  that  I'm  able  now  to  fay, 
I  carried  nought  of  theirs  away, 
Which  otherwife  had  made  the  puppies  vain-. 


ODE        XV. 

The  conceited  PETER  turneth  an  arrant  Egotift — 
Mentianetb  a  number  of  fine  Folks — This  minute 
condemneth  WILL.  WHITEHEAD'J  Verfes  and  the 
next,  exculpaieth  the  Laureat,  by  clapping  the  right 
faddle  on  the  right  horfe. 

.iNl  O  Giant  more  rejoiceth  in  his  courfe, 

Not  Count  O'Kelly  in  a  winning  horfe ; 

Not  Mrs.  Hobart  f  to  preferve  a  box, 

Not  George  the  Third  to  triumph  o'er  Charles  Fox  : 

f  The  conteft  between  Mrs.  Hobart  and  Lady  oalifbury, 
with  their  Seconds,  about  a  Box  at  the  Opera,  is  a  SUBJECT 
for  the  molt  fullnne  Epic  ! 

Net 
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Not  Spain's  ivife  Monarch  to  bombard  Algiers—    - 

Not  Pillories,  order'd  by  the  Law's  flern  voicej 

Can  more  rejoice 

To  hold  Kit  Atkinfon's  two  ears  j 
No  more  rejoiceth  patriotic  Pitt  ^ 

By  patriotic  Grocers  to  be  fed, 
Not  Mother  Windfor  J  in  a  fair  young  Tit, 

Nor  gaping  Deans,  to  hear  a  Bifhop's  dead  : 
Not    more    reform'd    John   Wilkes    to    court    the 

Crown, 
Nor  Skinner  in  his  Aldermannic  gown, 

Nor  Common  Councilmen  on  turtle  feeding  : 

Not  more  rejoice  old  envious  Maids  fo  flale, 
To  hear  of  weeping  Beauty  a  fad  tale, 

And  tell  the  world  a  reigning  Toad  is  breed* 

ing : 

Than  I,  the  Poet,  in  a  lucky  Ode 

That  catches  at  a  hop  the  Cynic  face  ; 

Kills  by  a  laugh  its  grave  Bubonic  face  ; 
And  tears,  in  fpite  of  him,  his  jaws  abroad. 

And  are  there  fuch  grave  Dons  that  read  my  rhymes  ? 
All  gracious  Heav'n  forgive  their  crimes! 

t    A  Prieftefs  of  the  Cyprian  Goddefs. 

Oh! 
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Oh !  be  their  lot  to  have  wife-talking  wives  ; 
And  if  in  reading  they  delight, 
To  read,  ye  Gods  !  from  morn  to  night, 

Will  Wbitebead's  §  Birth-day  Sonnets  all  their  lives* 

Perhaps,  reader,  thou'rt  a  tinker,  or  a  tanner, 

And  mendeft  kettles  in  a  pretty  manner ; 

Or  tanneft  hides  of  bulls,  and  cows,  and  calves ; 

But  if  the  faucepan,  or  the  kettle, 

Originally  be  bad  metal, 

Thou'lt  fay,  "  It  only  can  be  done  by  halves  ;" 
Or  if  by  nature  bad  the  bullocks*  {kins, 
"  They'll  make  vile  (hoes  and  boots  for  people's 
«  flint." 

Then  wherefore  do  I  thus  abufe 
Will  Whitehead's  hard-driven  Mufe? 
Who  merits  rather  Pity's  tend'reft  figh: 
For  what  the  devil  can  he  do, 
When  forc'd  to  praife — the  Lord  knows  ivho  ! 
Verfe  nntft  be  dull  on  fubje£ts  fo  damn'd  dry. 

*  This  Ode  was  written  before  a  late  Laureat  refign'd  his 
farthly  crown  for  a  heavenly  one.  May  Mr.  Tom  Warton  be 
more  fuccefsful  in  his  Pindaric  adulations,  and  not  verify  the 
Latin  adage — Ex  nibilo,  nihil  Jit. 


ODE 
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ODE        XVI. 

The  cJf[ffic  PETER  advlfeth  Painters  to  cultivate 
Ta/le  —  Lajheth  Jbme  of  the  Ignorant.  —  Accufcth 
Painters  of  an  ajfecTwn  for  "vulgarity?  ivhom  he 
horfe-whippcth — Recommendeth  a  charmingfubjecl — 
Tellcth  the  fctret  of  his  Love,  and  giveth  a  die- 
away  Sonnet  of  former  days — Perfeciiteth  TENIER'J 
Devils,  but  applaudeth  the  Execution. 

JL  AINTERS,  improve  your  education, 
That  furely  (lands  in  need  of  reformation. 
I've  heard  that  iome  can  neither  write  nor  read, 
Which  does  no  honour  to  the  hand  or  head. 

Many,  I  know,  would  rather  paint  a  bear, 
Or  monkey  playing  his  quaint  tricks, 
Than  fome  fweet  damfel,  whom  all  hearts  revere, 

Whofe  charms  the  eye  of  admiration  fix — 
Would  rather  fee  zjlump  with  flrength  expreft, 
Than  all  the  fnowy  fulnefs  of  her  Bread, 
Or  LIP,  that  Innocence  fo  fweetly  moves, 
Or  SMILE,  the  fond  Elyfium  of  the  Loves. 

This  brings  thofe  days  to  mem'ry  when  my  tongue, 
To  Cynthia's  Beauty  pour'd  my  foul  in  fong  ; 

When 
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When  on  the  margin  of  the  murmuring  ftream, 
My  fancy  frequent  fbrrn'd  the  golden  dream 
Of  Cynthia's  grace— of  Cynthia's  fmiles  divine, 
And  made  thofe  fmiles  and  peerlefs  beauty  mine* 

It  brings  to  mem'ry,  too,  thofe  difmal  times, 
When  nought  my  fighs   avail'd,  and  nought  my 

rhimes ; 
When  at  the  filent,  folemn  clofe  of  day, 

My  penfive  fteps   would  court  the  darkling 

grove, 
To  hear  in  Philomela's  lonely  lay, 

The  fainting  echoes  of  my  lucklefs  love; 
Till  night's  increafmg  mades  around  me  ftole, 
And  mingled  with  the  gloom  that  wrapp'd  my  foul. 

Reader — Do'fl  chufe  a  fonnet  of  thofe  days  ? 
Take  it — and  fay  not  I'm  a  foe  to  PRAISE. 


•  To    CYNTHIA. 

O  THOU!   whofe  love-infpiring  air 

Delights,  yet  gives  a  thoufand  woes ; 

My  day  declines  in  dark  defpair, 

And  night  hath  lofl  her  fweet  repofe ; 

I  2  Yet 


[     .,6     ] 

Yet  who,  alas!    like  me  \vas  bled, 

To  others  ere  thy  charms  were  known  ; 

When  Fancy  told  my  raptur'd  bread, 
That  Cynthia  fmil'd  on  me  alone  ? 

Nymph  of  my  foul !    forgive  my  fighs : 
Forgive  the  jealous  fires  I  feel ; 

Nor  blame  the  trembling  wretch,  who  dies 
When  others  to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo  !    theirs  is  every  winning  art, 

With  Fortune's  gifts,  unknown  to  me  ! 

I  only  boail  a  fimple  heart, 

In  love  with  INNOCENCE  and  THEE. 


Build  not,  alas  !   your  popularity 
On  that  bead's  back  yclep'd  Vulgarity  ; 
A  bead  that  many  a  booby  takes  a  pride  i 
A  bead  beneath  the  noble  Peter's  riding. 


How  mould  the  man  who  loves  to  be 

To  feed  on  carrion  dread  his  hound-like  paunch, 
Judge  of  an  Ortolan's  delicious  tade, 

Or  feel  the  flavour  of  a  fine  fat  haunch  ? 

Or, 


Or,  wont  with  bitter  purl  to  wet  his-  clay, 
How  fhould  he  judge  of  Claret  or  Tokay  ? 

Tenicrs's  Devils,  Witches,  Monkeys,  Toadsj 
That  make  me-fhudder  whilft  I  pen  thefe  Odes, 

Mofl  truly  painted,  to  be  fure,  you'll  find  : 
How  greater  far  the  excellence,  to  paint" 
With  heaven -directed  eye,  the  beauteous  SAINT, 

And  mark  th'  emotions  of  her  angel-mind  ? 
Envy  notfuc/j  as  have  in  DIRT  furpaft  yej — » 
Tis  very,  very  eafy  to  be  NASTY  ! 


ODE        XVII. 

The  moralizing  Bard  expofeth  the  unfairnefs  of  man- 
kind in  the  article  of  laughing — Defcanteth  upon 
WIT — Difclaimeth  pretenfion  to  it — Maketh  love  to 
Candour,  and  modeftly  condudeth. 


.OW  dearly  mortals  love  to  laugh  and  grin  ! 
Juft  as  they  love  to  fluff  themfelves  to  chin 
With  other  people's  meat — good  faving  fenfe ! 
Becaufe  at  other  folks'  expence; 
But  turn  the  laugh  on  tbem-~-how  chang'd  their 

notes ! 

"  O  damn  'em !  this  isferious — cut  their  throats  I" 

WIT, 


WIT,  fays  an  author,  that  I  do  not  know, 

Is   like  TIME's  fcythe  —  cuts  down  both  friend  and 

foe;- 
Ready  each  object,  tyger-like  to  leap  en  ! 

46  Lord  !  what  a  butcher  this  fame  wit  !  thank 

God! 

"  (A  critic  cries)  in  Matter  Pindar's  Ode, 
"  We  fpy  th*  effect  of  no  fuch  dangerous 


No,  Sir^r'tis  dove-ey'd  CANDOUR'S  charms 

I  woo  to  thefe  defiring  arms  ; 

She  is  my  GocpEss-r-to  her  fhrine  I  bend  : 

NYMPH  of  the  voice,  that  beats  the  morning 
lark, 

Sweet  as  the  dulcet  note  of  either  Park*, 
Be  thou  my  foft  companion  and  my  friend. 

Thy  lovely  hand  my  Pegafus  fhall  guide, 
And  teach  thy  mode/I  pupil  how  to  ride  : 
TJ^us  fhall  I  hurt  not  any  groupe-compofcrs, 
From  Sarah  Benwell's  brujh,  to  Mary  Mozer'sf. 


^  Two  brothers  of  the  moft  diilinguiihed  merit  on  the  Oboe 
•j-  The  laft  of  thofe  Ladies,  an    R.  A.  by  means  of  a  fubllm? 
picture  of  a  plate  of  GOOSEBERRIES — the  other  in  Lopes  of  Aca- 
demic honours,  through  an  eyuc.1  degree  of  merit 

DDL 
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ODE        XVIH, 

Tht  judicious  PETER   gmctb  moft  wbolefeme  Advice 
to  Landfcape  Painters. 


HATE'ER  your  wifh,  in  Landfcape  to  excel, 
London's  the  very  place  to  mar  it ; 

Believe  the  oracles  I  tell, 

There's  very  little  Landfcape  in  a  Garret. 

Whate'er  the  flocks  of  Fleas  you  keep, 

'Tis  badly  copying  them  for  Goats  and  Sheep ; 

And  if  you'll  take  the  Poet's  honefl  word, 

A  BUG  mutt  make  a  miferable  BIRD. 

A  Rujh  light  winking  in  a  bottle's  neck, 

111  reprefems  the  glorious  ORB  of  MORN; 

Nay,  though  it  were  a  candle  with  a  wick, 
'Twould  be  a  reprefentative  forlorn. 

I  think,  too,  that  a  man  would  be  a  fool, 
For  trees 9  to  copy  legs  of  a  joint-Jlool ; 

Or  ev'n  by  them  to  reprefent  a  Jlump : 
As  alfo  broom/licks,— r-which  though  well  he  rig 
Each  with  an  old  fox- colour' d  wig, 

Muft  make  a  very  poor  autumnal  clumfr 

i 

You'll 
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You'll  fay — Yet  fuch  ones,  oft  a  perfon  fees 
In  mvmy  an  Ar tilt's  Trees ; 
And  in  lonie  Paintings,  we  have  all  beheld ; 
Green  Bays  hath  furely  fat  for  a  green  Field  ; 
Bolilers  for  Mountains,  Hills,  and  wheaten  Mows  ; 
Cats   for   Ram-goats ; — and    Curs,  for  Bulls,   an4 
Cows." 

All  this,  my  Lads,  I  freely  grant ; — 
But  better  things  from  You,  I  want. 
As  SHAKESPEARE  fays,  (a  Bard  I  much  approve) 
*'  Lift,  lift,    Oh!    lift,"— it  thou  doft   PAINTINQ 
love. 

CLAUDE  painted  in  the  open  air ! — 
Therefore  to  Wales  at  once  repair ; 
Where  fccnes  of  true  magnificence  you'll  fine} ; 
Befides  this  great  advantage — jf  in  debt, 
\  ou'li  have  with  creditors  no  tete-a-tete  : 

So  leive  the  bull-dog  Bailiffs  all  behind; 
Who,  hunt  you,  \vith  what  noife  they  may, 
^|uf|huilt  for  needles  in  a  Jlack  of  hay. 


ODE 
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ODE        XIX. 

<The  Poet  hinteth  to  Artifts  the  value  of  Time. 


HE  Man  condemned  on  Tyburn  tree  to  Jwing9 
Deems  fuch  a '(how,  a  very  dullifo  thing; 
He'd  rather  a  SPECTATOR  be,  I  ween, 
Than  the  fad  ACTOR  in  the  fcene. 

He  blames  the  LAW'S  too  rigid  refolution : 
If  with  a  beef-fleak  ftomach, — in  his  prime, 
Lord,  with  what  reverence  he  looks  on  Time ! 

And,  mod  of  all— the  hour  of  execution  ! 
And  as  the  cart  doth  to  the  tree  advance, 
iHow  ivond'rous  •  'willing  to  poftpone  the  DANCE  I 

Believe  me,  Time's  of  monftrous  ufe ; 
But,  ah  !  how  fubject  to  abufe ! 
It  feems  that  with  him,  folks  were  often  cloy'd; 
I  do  pronounce  it,  Time's  a  public  good, 
Juft  like  a  youthful  Beauty — to  be  ivoo'd, 
Made  much  of,  and  be  properly  enjoy'd. 

Time's  fand  is  wonderfully  fmall : 

It  flips  between  the  fingers  in  a  hurry ; 

Therefore,  on  each  young  Artift  let  me  call, 
To  prize  it  as  an  Indian  does  his  Curry  * ; 

*  An  uniy.'rfal  food  in  the   Tail  Indies. 

Whether 
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Whether  his  next  rare  Exhibition  be 
Amidfl  the  great  R.  A.'s, — or  on  a  TREE; 


ODE 


The  unfortunate  PETER  lament  eth  the  lofs  of  an  im« 
portant  Ode  by  Rats  —  He  pray  eth  devoutly  for  th? 
Rats. 

PIlATUS  maxime  deflendus  ! 

I've  loft  an  ODE  of  charming  praife  ; 
From  like  misfortune,  Heav'n   defend  us  ! 

The  fweeteft  of  my  Lyric  Lays  !  • 
Where  many   a  youthful  Artift  fhone   with  fame, 
Like  his  own  piclures   in  a  fine  gilt  frame. 
Perdition  catch  the  roguifli  rats  ! 
Their  trembling  limbs  mould  fill  the  maws  of  cats, 
Were  I  to  be  their  fole  advifer  : 

Vermin  !    like  trunk-makers  and  paftry-cooks, 

Dealing  in  legions  of  delightful  books, 
Yet  with  the  learning,  not  a  whit  the  wifer. 
Thank  G  —  d  !  the  Ode  unto  MYSELE  they  fpar'd, 
And,  lo  !  the  labour  of  the  lucky  Bard. 

ODE 
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ODE        XXI. 

To      M    Y    S    E    L    F. 

VJ7><?  exalted  PETER  ivijheth  to  7nake  the  gaping  world 
acquainted  'with  ?he  place  of  his  nativity; — but 
before  he  can  get  an  anfwer  from  himfelf,  be  mrft 
fublimely  burfteth  forth  into  an  addrcfs  to  Men. 
nygizzy  and  Moufe-hole9  tivvfjlring  towns  in  Corn- 
wall—the Jirft  celebrated  fcr  Pilchards,  the  lajl 
for  giving  birth  to  Dolly  P entreat  h  — The  Poet 
praifeth  the  Honourable  Dames  Barringtori)  and 
Pilchards^— Forgetteth  the  place  cf  his  nativity,  a?i£y 
like  his  great  ancejlor  of  Thebes,  fyave th  his  readers 
in  the  dark.  k 


O 


THOU!    \vljofe  daring  works  fublime 
Defy  the  rudeft  rage  of  Time, 
Say ! — for  the  world  is  with  conjecture  dizzy, 
Did  Moufehole  give  thee  birth  or  Mennygizzy? 


HAIL  Mennygizzy!  what  a  town  of  note! 

Where  boats,  and  men,   and  flinks,  and  trade 

are  ft  ir ring ; 

Where  pilchards  come  in  myriads  to  be  caught  5 
pilchard!  a  thoufand  times  as  good's  a  herring. 

Pilchard, 
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Pilchard !    the  idol  of  the  Popifli  nation ! 
Hail  little  inurement  of  vail  falvation ! 
Pilchard,  I  ween,  a  mod  foul-faving-fifh, 

On  which  the  Catholics  in  Lent  are  cramm'd ; 
Who,  had  they  not,  poor  fouls,  this  lucky  diih, 

Would  flejh  eat,  and  be  confequently  damn'd. 
Pilchards!  whole  bodies  yield  the  fragrant  oil, 
And  make  the  I  on  *on  lamps  at  midnight  fmile ; 
Which  lamps,  w'uc     reading  falutary  light, 
Beam  on   the  wLiadcring   BEAUTIES   of  the 

night, 
And  ihow  each  gentle   youth    their   cheek's  deep 

""•  rofcs, 
And  tell  him  whether  they  have  eyes  and  nofes. 

Hail  Moufeholc!    birth  place  of  old   Doll  Pent- 

reath  *, 

The  toft  who  jabber'd  Cornilh — fo  fays  Daines, 
Who,  bat-like,  haunted  ruins,  lane,  and  heath, 
With  Will  o'  Wifp,  to  brighten  up  his  brains. 

Daines ! 

*"  A  very  old  woman  of  Moufehole,  fappofed  (falfely  how- 
ever) to  have  been  the  Izft  who  fpoke  the  Cornifh  language.— 
The  honourable  Antiquarian,  Daines  Barrington,  Efq;  joumied, 
fame  years  fince,  from  London  to  the  LandVend,  to  converfe 
with  this  wrinkled,  yet  delicious  morceau.  He  entered  Moufe- 
-Iiole  in  a  kind  of  triumph,  and  peeping  into  her  hut,  exclaimed, 
with  all  the  fire  of  an  eumptw'd  Lover,  in  the  langmge  of  the 

famous 
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Daines  !  who  a  thoufand  miles,  unwearied  trots 
For  bones,  brafs  farthings,  afhes  and  old  pots, 
To  prove  that  folks  of  old,  like  us,  were  made 
With  heads,  eyes,  hands,  and  toes,  to  drive  a  trade, 


ODE         XXII. 

PETER  concludeth  bis  Odes — Seemeth  hungry — Expof- 
tulateth  with  the  Reader — And  gettetb  the  jiart  of 
the  World^  by  firft  prai/ing  his  own  Works. 

1  OM  Southern  to  John  Dryden  went  one  day, 

To  buy  a  head  and  tail  piece  for  his  Play : 

"  Thomas,"  quoth  John,  "  I've  fold  my  goods  too 

•    "  cheap, 
"  So,  if  you  pleafe,  my  price  mail  take  a  leap." 

famous  Greek  Philofopher — "  EUREKA  !"  The  couple  kiflcd— 
Doll  foon  after  galblcd — Daines  Hftened  with  admiratioa — com- 
mitted her  fpeeche,,  <o  paper,  not  venturing  to  truft  his  memory 
\vithyo  much  treaj^--  The  tranfnclion  was  announced  to  the 
Society— the  Journal  were  en''  /  with  *heii  -di..  -ues — the 
old  Lady's  pifture  w^s  o  .  d  t  '^ken  by  the  rrofl  eminent 
Artift,  and  the  honourable  l-.[embei  ..  be  publicly  t;;j.,;'ced  for 
the  DISCOVERY  ! 

C,  Reader, 
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O*  Reader,  look  me  gravely  in  the  face  ; •« 

Speak,  is  not  that  with  me  and  tbee  the  cafe  ? 
For  this  Year's  Odes  I  charge  thee  half  a  crown ; 
So,  without  grumbling,  put  thy  money  down : 
For  things  are  defperately  ris'n,  good  Lord  ! 
Fifn,  fielh,  coals,  candles,  window-lights  and  board 
Why  mould  not  charming  POETRY  then  rife? 
That  comes  fo  dsv'lifh  far  too — from  iheJRiesf 
And  lo !   the  verfes  that  adorn  this  page, 
Beam,  comet-like,  alas  I  but  once  an  age. 


FAREWEL 
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——Ridentem  dicere  veruni 

Quid  vetat  ?— »  HORAT. 


LYRIC       ODES. 


ODE        I. 

PETER  talketh  of  refigning  the  Laureatfoip — He  prc* 

phefieth  the  Triumph  of  the  ARTISTS  on  his  Re- 

ftgnalion — The  ARTISTS  alfo  prophefy  to  PETER'J 

Difadvantage — PETER'J  loft  Comforts  ^  Jhould  their 

Prophefy  be  fulfilled. 

±  ETER,  like  fam'd  Chriftina,  Queen  of  Sweden, 
Who  thought  a  lulcked  court  was  not  an  Eden9 
This  year,  refigns  the  laurel  crown  for  ever ! 

What  all  the  fam'd  ACADEMICIANS  wifh; 

No  more  on  painted  fowl,  and  flefh,  and  rim, 
He  mows  the  world  his  carving  (kill  fo  clever. 
Brafs,  iron,  woodwork,  ftone,  in  peace  mail  reft— - 
"  Thank  God  I"  exclaim  the  works  of  Mr.  WEST. 

K  «  Thank 


"  'I hank  God!"  the. WORKS  of  Loutherbourg  ex- 

cla'.m 

For  guns  of  critics,  no  ignoble  game 

*c  No  longer  now  afraid  of  rhiming  praters, 

"  Shall  we  be  chrid'ned  lea-board,  •varnifh'd  wait- 

"  ers  : 

"  No  verfe  {hall  /wear  that  ours  zie pqfte- board  rocks, 
"  Our  tfees,  brafsivigr,  and  mcps,  our  fleecy  flocks." 

et  Thank  Heav'n  .r"  exclaims  RIGAUD,  with  fpark- 

"  Hng  eyes — 

"  Then  fcali  my  pictures  in  importance  rife, 
"  And  fill  each  .gaping  mouth  and  eye  with  wonder.'* 

Monfieur  Rigaud, 

It  may  be  fo, 

To  think  thy  ftarshave  made  fo  flrange  a  blunder, 
That  bred  to  faint*- -the  genius  of  a  glazier : 
That  fpoil'd,  to  make  ?  dauber^  a  good  brazier. 
None  but  thy  partial  tongue  (believe  my  laysj 
Can  dare  (land  forth  the  herald  of  thy  praife : 
Could  FAME  applaud,  whofe   voice  my  verfe  re- 
veres, 
JUSTICE  fhould  break  her  trump  about  her  ears. 

"  Thank  Heav'n!"  cries  Mr.  GARVY;  and  "  Thank 

"  God!" 
Cries  Mr.  COPLEY,  "  that  this  Man  of  Ode, 

«  No 
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"  No  more,  Barbarian-like,  (hall  o'er  us  ride  : 
"  No  more,  like  beads,  in  nafly  order  ftrung, 
"  And  round  the  waifl  of  this  vile  MOHAWK  hung, 

"  Shall  academic  fcalps  indulge  his  pride. 

"  No  more  hung  up  in  this  dread  fellow's  rhime, 

"  Which  he  moft  impudently  calls  fublime^ 
"  Shall  we,  poor,  inoffenfive  fouls, 
"  Appear  juft  like  fo  many  moles, 

*c  Trapp'd  in  an  orchard,  garden,  or  a  field  ; 
"  Which  mole-catchers  fufpend  on  trees, 
"  To  mew  their  titles  to  their  fees, 

"  Like  Doctors,  paid  too  often  for  the 


Pleas'  d  that  .no  more  my  verfes  mail  annoy  ; 
Glad  that  my  bliiler  Odes  mall  ceafe  their  fling- 

ing ; 

Each  wooden  figure's  mouth  expands  with  joy- 
Hark  !  how  they  all  break  forth  in  fmging  I—- 

In boaflful  founds  the  grinning  ARTISTS  cry, 

"  Lo!  PETER'S  hour  of  infolence  is  o*er: 
"  His  Mufe  is  dead  —  his  lyric  pump  is  dry-— 
"  His  Odes,  like  {linking  fifh,  not  worth  a  groat 

"  a  fcore. 
"  Art  thou,   then,   weak,   like  us,   thou  fnarling 

"  fniv'ller? 
"  Art  thou  like  one  of  us,  thou  lyric  driv-'ller  ? 

K  2  «  Our 
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"  Oar  Kings  and  Queens  in  glory  now  fhall  lie, 
"  Each  unmolefted,  fleeping  in  his  frame ; 

"  Our  ponds,  our  lakes,  our  oceans,  earth,  and  Iky, 
"  No  longer,  fcouted,  fhall  be  put  to  fhame : 

"  No  poet's  rage  fhall  root  our  flumps  and  ftump- 
"  lings, 

"  And   fvvear  our  clouds  are  flying   apple-dump- 
«  lings : 

"  Fame  {kill  proclaim  how  well  our  plum-trees  bud, 

"  And  found  the  merits  of  our  marie  and  mud.'* 

"  Our  oaks,  our  brufliwood,  and  our  lofty  elms, 
"  No  jingling  tyrant's  wicked  rage  overwhelms, 

"  Now  this  vile  FELLER  is  laid  low  : 
"  In  peace  fhall  our  (tone  hedges  fleep, 
"  Our  huts,  our  barns,  our  pigs,  and  fheep, 

"  And  wild  fowl,  from  the  eagle  to  the  crow." 

They  whd  flialt  fee  this  PETER  in  the  ftreet, 
With  ierrlefs  eye  his  front  mall  meet, 

And  cry,  "  Is  this  the  man  of  keen  remark  ? 
"  Is  this  the  wight  r"  fhall  be  their  taunting  fpeech, 
41   A  d  >g  !  who  dar'd  to  fnap  each  artifl's  breech, 

'•  And  bite  Academicians  like  a. mark?" 

u  He  \vhopc  broad  cleaver  chop'd  the  fons  of  paint : 
"  Crufli'd  like  a  marrowbone  each  lovely  faint ; 

"  Spar'd 
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*'  SparM  not  the  very  clothes  about  their  backs : 
"  Th.e  little  duck-wing'd  cherubims  abus'd, 
*'  That  could  not  more  inhumanly  be  us'd, 

"  Poor  lambkins !  had  they  fall'n  among  the 

"  BLACKS. 

"  He,  once  fo  furious,  foon  fliall  want  relief, 
•"  Stak'd  through  the  body,  like  a  paltry  thief. 

"  How  art  thou  fall'n,  O  Cherokee !"   they  cry  ; 

"  How  art  thou  fall'n!"  the  joyful  roofs  refound ; 

"  Hell  fhall  thy  body,  for  a  rogue,  furround, 
<£  And  there,  for  ever  roafting,  may 'ft  thou  lie  : 
"  Like  Dives,  may 'ft  thou  ftretch  in  fires  along, 
"  Refus'd  one  drop  of  drink  to  cool  thy  tongue." 

Ye  goodly  gentlemen,  reprefs  your  yell, 

Your  hearty  wifhes  for  my  heaty  reftrain;       * 

For  if  our  works  can  put  us  into  h-11, 
Kind  Sirs!   we  certainly  fhall  meet  again: 

Nay,  what  is  worfe,  I  really  don't  know  whether 

We  miift  not  lodge  in  the  feme  room  together. 


ODE 


ODE        II. 

PETER  T?^  Academicians  and  Dinner — Pities  the 
PRINCE  of  WAIVES,  Duke  of  ORLEANS,  Duke 
FITZJAMES,  Count  LAUZUN,  Lords  CAERMAR- 
THEN  and  BESSEPROUGH,  &c.  and praifes  Mr. 
\VELTjiE-r-Exculpates  the  PRESIDENT' — Condemns 
Sir  W.  CHAMBERS  and  ^COMMITTEE  for  their 
bad  Management  —  PETER  talks  of  vifiting  the 
French  KING  and  the  Duke  of  ORLEANS. 

WHENE'ER  ACADEMICIANS  run  aflray, 
Such  fhould  the  moral  PETER'S  fong  reclaim— 

pf  paint i  this  ode  mall  nothing  fnig  or  fay, 
My  ezgle  fatire  darts  at  different  game — 

Againfl  decorum 1  abhor  a  Jinner  ; 

And  therefore  lafh  the  Academic  dinner. 

Th*  ACADEMY.,  though  marvelloufly  poor.. 

Can  once  a  year  afford  to  eat  : 
By  means  of  kind  donations  at  the  door, 

The  members  make  a  comfortable  treat. 
Like  dpfies  in  a  barn,  around  their  KING, 
That  annual  meet,  to  eat,  and  dance,  and  iing. 
A  feall  was  made  of  flefh,  fifn,  tarts,  creams,  iellie:,;. 
'rp  fuit  the  various  qualities  of  bellies : 

Mitit 
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Mine  grumbl'd  to  be  afk'd,  and  be  delighted  ; 
But  ivickcd  PETER'S  paunch  was  not  invited. 

Yet  though  no  mefiage  waited  on  the  bard, 

With  compliments  from  Academic  names, 
The  PRINCE  of  WALES  received  a  civil  card, 

Jiis  Grace  of  ORLEANS  too,  and  Duke  FITZ- 

JAMES  ; 

Count  de  Lauzun,  and  Count  Conflan, 
A  near  relation  jto  the  man, 
In  whole  poor  fides  old  HAWKE  once  fix'd  his  claws, 

Were  welcom'd  by  the  Academic  Lords, 

Either  by  writing  or  by  words, 
To  come  and  try  the  vigour  of  tfyeir  jaws. 

Unfortunately  for  the  modeft  DUKES, 
The  nimble  artifts,  all  with  greyhound  looks, 

Fell  on  the  meat,  with  teeth  prodigious  able; 
Seiz'd,  of  the  Synagogue,  the  higheft  places, 
And  left  the  pgor  forlorn,  their  GALLIC  GRACES, 

To  nibble  at  the  bottom  of  the  table! 

There  fat,  too,  my  good  Lord  Caermarthen, 
As  one  of  the  Canaille,  nor  worth  a  farthing! 
But  what  can  titles,  virtues,  at  a  feaft, 
Where  glory  waits  upon  the  greateft  beaft* 


To 


To  fee  a  ftone-cutter  and  mafon 

High  mounted  o'er  thofe  men  of  quality; 

By  no  means  can  our  annals  blazon 
For  feats  of  courtly  hofpitality. 

I've  heard,  however,  one  or  two  were  tanners  : 

Granted — it  doth  not  much  improve  their  manners. 

They  probably,  in  anfwer,  may  declare, 
They  thought  the  feaft  juft  like  a  hunt ; 

In  which,  as  foon  as  ever  flarts  the  hare, 
Each  Nimrod  .tries  to  be  the  firft.  upon't : 

As  he's  the  greateft^  'niidfl  the  howling  fufs 

Who  firft  can  triumph  o'er  poor  dying  PUSS. 

PETERS  *  moft  juftly  rais'd  his  eyes  of  wonder, 
And  wanted  decently  to  give  them  grace  j 

But  bent  on  ven'fon  and  on  turbot-plunder, 

A  clattering  peal  of  knives  and  forks  took  place : 

.Spoons,  plates,  and  difnes,  rattling  round  the  table 

Produc'd  a  new  edition  of  old  Babel. 

They  had  no  jlcmach,  o'er  a  Grace,  to  nod, 
Nor  time  enough  to  offer  thanks    10  GOD: 
That  might  be  done,  they  wifely  knew, 
When  they  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 

*  A  refpectable  Clergyman,  and  one  of  tae  Academicians. 

His 
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His  HIGHNESS  entering  fomewhat  rather  late, 
Could  fcarcely  find  a  knife,  or  fork,  or  plate  : 
But  not  one  fmgle  maiden  difh, 
Poor  gentleman!  of  fieOi  or  fiih, 


Mod  woefully  the  paftry  had  been 

And  trembling  jellies   barbarouily   daw'd. 

In  (hort,  my  gentle  readers  to  amaze, 

His  HIGHNESS  pick'd  the  bones  of  the  R.  A.'s. 

O  Weltjie*,  had  thy  lofty  form  been  there, 

And  feen  thy  PRINCE  fo  ferv'd   with  fcrap  and 

flop, 
Thou  furely  would'ft  have  brought  him  better  fare  — 

A  warm  beef  {leak,  perchance,  or  mutton   chop. 
Thou  would'ft  havefaid,  "  De  PRENCE  of  WALES, 
by  Got, 

"Do  too  mujh  honour  to  be  at  der  feaft  ; 
"  Vere  he  can't  heb  von  beet   cf  meat  dat's  hot, 

"  But  treated  vid  de  bones  juft  like  a  be  aft. 
"  De  PRENCE,  be  VM  too  great,  to  fit  and  cat 
"  De  bones  and  leafngs  of  de  meat  ; 
"  And  munjh  vat  dirty  low-lifd  rogues  refufe, 

"  By  Got!  not  Jit  to  vipe  de  PRENCE'J  Jhoes" 

* 

Great  Befsborough's  Earl,  too,  came  Q$  fecond  beft  ; 
Jrlis  murmuring  ftomach  had  not  half  a  feaft  j 

*  The  Prince's  German  cook. 

And 
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And  therefore  it  was  natural  to  mutter : 
To  reftify  the  fault,  with  joylefs  looks, 
His  Lord/hip  bore  his  belly  off  to  BROOKES, 

Who  filled  the  grumbler  up  with  bread  and  butter. 

Sirs  !  thofe  manoeuvres  were  extremely  coarfe— — • 
This  really  was  the  eflence  of  ill  breeding  : 

Not  for  your  fouls  could  you  have  treated  worfe, 
Bum-bailiffs,  by  this  dog-like  mode  of  feeding. 

Grant,  you  eclips'd  ft  pack  of  hounds,  with  glee 

Purfuing,  in  full  cry,  the  fainting  game^ - 

Surpafs'd  them,  too,  in  gobling  down  the  prey ; 

Still,  great  R.  A.'s,  I  tell  you  'twas  a  Jhan:e: 
Grant,  each  of  you  the  vvond'rous  man 

Who  beat  a  butcher's  dog  in  eating  nipe  ; 
And  that  each  paunch  with  guttling  was  fo  fw 

Not.  one  bit  more  could  pafs  your  fwallow-pipe : 

Grant,  that  you  dar'd  fuch  faffing  feats  difplay, 
That  not  a  foul  of  you  could  walk  axvay : 
Stil|,  'midft  the  triumphs  of  your  gobling  fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  a  Jhame. 

Grant,  you  were  greas'd  up  to  the  nofe  and  eyai, 
Yr-r  che;:;s  all  mining  like  a  lantern's  horn, 

With  tearing  hams  and  fowls,  and  giblet  pies, 
And  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  pigeons  newly  born ; 

Though 


C    '59    ] 

Though  great,  in  your  opinion,  be  your  fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s  it  was  a  Jhame. 

This,  let  me  own r-the  candour-loving  Mufe 

Mod  willingly  SIR  JOSHUA  can  excufe, 

Who  tries  the  nation's  glory  to  increafe ; 
\Vhofe  genius  rare  is  very  feldom  nodding, 
But  deep  on  painting  fubjeds  plodding, 

To  rival  Italy  and  Greece. 

But  pray,  SIR  WILLIAM*,  what  have  you  to  fay? 
No  fuch  impediment  is  in  your  way ; 

Genius  can't  hurt  ycur  etiquette  attention ; 
And  Meffieurs  Tyler,  Wilton,  and  Rigaud, 
Have  you  a  genius  to  impede  you  ? No ! 

Nor  many  a  one  befides  that  I  could  mention. 

This  year  (God  willing)  I  mail  vifit  France, 

And  tafte  of  Louis,  Grand  Monarque!   the 


His  Grace  of  ORLEANS,  fo  kind,  perchance, 

May  afk  me  to  his  houfe  to  pick  a  frog  4 
And  yet,  what  right  have  /to  vifit  there? 
Tp  fee  a  man  fo  vilely  treated  here. 

'*  Sir  W.  Chambers. 

• 

Ye 


Ye  Royal  Artifts,  at  your  future  feafts, 

I    fear   you'll    make  their   GRACES  downright 

Daniels : 

And  as  the  Prophet  din'd  amongft  wild  beajls, 
The   DUKES  will  join  your  pointers   and  your 
fpaniels. 


ODE         III. 

PETER  giveth  fage  Advice  to  mercenary  Artifts^  and 
tclleth  a  mo/i  delectable  Story  of  a  Country  Bump- 
kin and  a  peripatetic  Razor-feller* 


ORB  EAR,  my  friends,  to  facrifice  your  fame 
To  fordid  gain,  unlefs  that  you  are  ftarving  : 
I  own  that  hunger  will   indulgence  claim 
For  hard  (lone  heads  and  landfrape  carving, 

In  order  to  make  hafte  to  fell  and  eat  ; 
For  there  is  certainly  a  charm  in  meat  : 
And  in  rebellious  tones  will  flomachs  fpeak, 
That  have  not  tailed  victuals  for  a  week. 

But  yet  there  are  a  mercenary  crew, 

Who  value  fame  no  more  than  an  old  fhee; 

Provided 


Provided  for  their  daubs  they  get  a  fale ; 

Juft  like  the  man but  flay — l\i  tell  the  tale. 

A  fellow  in  a  market  town, 

Moft  mufical,  cried  razors  up  and  down, 

And  offer'd  twelve  for  eighteen  pence j 
Which  certainly  feem'd  wond'rous  cheap, 
And  for  the  money,  quite  a  heap, 

As  ev'ry  man  would  buy,  with  calh  and  fenfe. 

A  country  bumpkin  the  great  offer  heard : 
Poor  Hodge,  who  fuffer'd  by  a  broad  black  beard, 

That  feem'd  a  fhoe-brufh   fluck  beneath  his 

nofe, 

With  cheerfulnefs  the  eighteen  pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  himfelf,  in  whifpers,  faid, 

"  This  rafcal  dole  the  razors,  I  fuppofe." 

"  No  matter  if  the  fellow  be  a  knave, 
"  Provided  that  the  razors  Jharue ; 

"  It  certainly  will  be  a  monftrous  prize :" 
So  home  the  clov.n,  with  his  good  fortune,  went, 
Smiling  in  heart,  and  foul  content, 

And  quickly  fcap'd  himfelf  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well  lathcr'd  from  a  difii  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub, 

Juft 
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like  a  hedger  cutting  furze  : 
'Twas  a  vile  razor  !  -  then  the  reft  he  try'd— 
All  were  impofton  —  -"  Ah,"  Hodge  figh'd  I 

"  I  wifh  my  eighteen  pence  within  my  purfe." 

In  vain  to  chafe  his  beard,  and  bring  the  graces, 
He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winc'd,  and  ftamp'd,  and 

fwore  : 
Brought  blood,  and  danc'd,  blafphem'd,  and  made 

wry  faces, 
And  curs'd  each  razor's  body  o'er  and  o'er. 

His  MUZZLE,  form*  of  cppofition  fluff, 
Firm  as  a  Foxite,  would  not  lofe  its  ruff; 

So  kept  it  -  laughing  at  the  fteel  and  fuds  : 
Hodge,  in  a  paffion,  ftretch'd  his  angry  jaws, 
Vowing  the  direft  vengeance,  with  clench'd 

On  the  vile  CHEAT  that  fold  the  goods. 
"  Razors  !  -  a  damn'd,  confounded  dog  • 
"  Not  fit  to  fcrape  a  hog  1" 


j  fought  the  fellow  —  found  him,  and  begun  — 
*'  P'rhaps,  Matter  Razor-rogue,  to  you  'tis  fun, 

""  That  people  flay  themfelves  out  of  their  lives  : 
"  You  rafcal  !  —  for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing, 
"  Giving  my  fcoundrel  whifkers  here  a  fcrubbing, 

"  With  razors  juft  like  oyfter  knives. 

"  Sirrah! 
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"  Sirrah!   I  tell  you,  you're  a  knave, 
"  To  cry  up  razors  that  can't  Jhave" 

"  Friend,"  quoth  the  razor-man,  "  I'm  not  a  knave: 
"  As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought, 
"  Upon  my  foul  I  never  thought 

"  That  they  wou'd  Jhave." 

"  Not  think  they|d  fliave!"    quoth  Hodg«,  with 

wond'ring  eyes, 

And  voice  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 
"  What  were  they  made  for  then,  you  dog  ?"   he 

cries  : — 
"  Made  !"   quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  finile — "  to 


ODE        IV. 

PETER  obfervetb  the  LEX  TALIONIS. 

W  EST  tells  the  world  that  PETER  cannot  rbimt ; 

PETER  declares  point  blank  that  WEST  can't  paint  j 
WEST  fwears  I've  not  an  atom  offublimt ; 

/  fwcar  he  hath  no  notion  of  a  faint : 

And 
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And  that  his  crofs-wing'd  cherubiuis  are  fowls, 
Baptiz'd  by  naturalifts,  owls ; 
Half  of  the  meek  apoftles,  gangs  of  robbers ; 
His  angels,  fets  of  brazen-headed  lubbers. 

The  Holy  Scripture  fays,  «  All  flefh  is  grafs;"— 
With  Mr.  Weft,  all  flefh  is  brick  and  brafs ; 
Except  his  horfe-flefh,  that,  I  fairly  o\vn, 
Is  often  of  the  choiceft  Portland  fione. 

I've  faid,  too,  that  this  artifTs  faces 
Ne'er  paid  a  vifit  to  the  GRACES: 

That  on  ExpreJJiw,  he  can  never  brag : 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  flu  dying  ; 
But  'in  it,  never  could  furpafs  a  pudding 

No,  gentle  reader,  nor  a  pudding  bag. 

I  dare  not  fay  that  Mr.  WEST, 

Cannot  found  criticifm  impart : 
Fm  told  the  man  with  technicals  is  blefl, 

That  he  can  talk  a  deal  upon  the  art : 

Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it 

"  About  it,  goddefs,  and  about  it !" 

Thus,  .then,  is  Mr.  WEST  deferring  praife 

And  let  my  juflice  the  fair  laud  aiford  j 

Tor,  lo  I   this  Far-fam'd  artiit  cuts  brtb  ways  ; 
Exactly  like  the  Angel  GABRIEL'S  Jkuord : 

The 
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The  beauties  of  the  art,  his  canverfe  fliows  ; 

His  canvafs,  almoft  ev'ry  thing  that's  bad! 
Thus  at  th'  Academy,  we  mufl  fuppofe, 

A  man  more  ufeful  never  could  be   had  ; 
Who  in  himfelf,  a  hoft^  fo  much  can  do  \ 
Who  is  both  precept  and  example  too. 


ODE        V. 

Great  Advice  is  given  to  GENTLEMEN  Authors— To 
Mr.  WEBB  and  Mr.  H.  WALPOLE  particularly — 
PETER  taketh  the  Part  of  Lady  Luc  AN — Showelb 
wonderful  Knowledge  in  the  Art  of  Painting — Ad- 
minifleretb  Oil  of  Fool,  vulgarly  called  Prai/e,  to 
ibe  Squire  of  STRAWBERRY  HILL. 

ASTRONOMERS   fhould  treat  of  ftars  and 

comets ; 

Phyficians,  of  the  bark  and  vomits ; 
Of  apoplexies,  thofe  light  troops  of  Death, 
That  ufe  no  ceremony  with  our  breath ; 
Ague  and  dropfy,  jaundice  and  catarrh, 
The  grim-look  Tyrant's  heavy  horfe  of  war. 

L  Farriers 
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fhould  write  on  farcys  and  the  glanders ; 

Bug-Doctors  only  upon  bed-diforders ; 
Farmers  on  land,  ploughs,  pigs,  ducks,  geefe  and 
ganders  ; 

Nightmen  alone,  ,on  aromatic  odours  ; 
The  Artifts  mould  on  painting  folely  write ; 
Like  David,  then  they  may    "  good  things  indite." 
Bat  when  the  mob  cf  gentlemen 
Break  on  their  province,  and  take  up  the  pen, 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  the  art ! 
I'm  fure  their  goofe-quills  can  no  light  impart. 

This  verfe  be  thine,  Squire  Webb  * it  is  thy  due. 

Pray,  Mr.  Horace  Walpolef,  what  think  you? 

HORACE,  thou  art  a  man  of  tafte  and  fenfe, 
Then  don't,  of  fol/y,  be  at  fuch  expence; 
Do  not  to  Lady  Luc  AN  J  pay  fuch  court — : — 

Her  wifdom  furely  will  not  thank  thee  for't 

Ah !    don'i  endeavour  thus  to  dupe  her, 
By  fwearing  that  me  equals  COOPER  §. 


*  Author  of  a  Treatife  on  Painting,  who  feems  to  difplay 
jncre  erudition  than  fcience. 

f  A  gentleman  well  known  in  the  literary  world  ;  an  amateur 
in  the  Graphic  line. 

"f  A  Lady  of  great  ingenuity  in  the  miniature  department. 

j  A  famous   mir.iature  palmier  in  the  time  of  Cromwell. 

So 
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So  grofs  the  flattery,  it  feems  to  (how 
That  verily  thou  doft  not  know 

The  pow'rs  required  for  copying  a  pifiurf, 
And  thofe  for  copying  Dame  Nature ; 
Alas!  a  much  more  arduous  matter! 

So  don't  expofe  thyfelf,  but  mind  my  flricture. 

Thou'lt  fay  it  was  mere  compliment; 
That  nothing  elfe  was  thy  intent, 

Although  it  might  difgrace  a  boy  at  ftfaool ; 
I  grant  the  fact,  and  think  that  no  man 
Says  or  writes  fillier  things  to  woman ; 

But  ftill  'tis  making  each  of  you  a  fool. 

Yet,  HORACE,  think  not  that  I  write 
Through  fpite; 

Think  not  I  read  thy  works  with  jealous  pain  ; 
Lord  !  noj  thou  art  a  favourite  with  me ; 
I  think  thee  one  of  us -un  bell  efprit 

By  Heav'ns  I  like  the  windmill  of  thy  brain ; 
It  is  a  pretty  and  ingenious  mill : 
iLong  may  it  grind  on  Strawb'ry  Hill. 


ODE 
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ODE        VI. 

PJETER  y?/7/  conlinueth  to  give  great  Advice,  and  to 
exhibit  deep  Reflection  . .  He  tdleth  a  miraculous 
Story, 

JL   HERE  is  a  knack  in  doing   many  a  thing, 
Which  labour  cannot  to  perfection  bring : 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes, 
Pray  do  not  hints  from  other  folks,  defpife : 

A  fool  on  fbmething  great,  at  times,  may  (tumble, 
And  confequently  be  a  good  advifer ; 

On  which,  for  ever,  your  ivife  men  may  fumble, 
And  never  be  a  whit  the  wifer. 

Yes !  I  advife  you,  for  there's  \vifdom  in't, 
JJever  to  be  fuperior  to  a  hint— 

The  genius  of  each  man,  with  keennefs  view— 
A  fpark,  from  this,   or  t'other,  caught, 
j^lay  kindle,  qukk  as  thought, 

A  glorious  bonfire  up,  in  you. 


A  queftion  of  you,  let  me  beg ~ 

f  fam'd  Columbus  and  his  e 


Pray, 


Pray,  have  you  heard  ? — "  Yes." — Oh,  then  if  you 

fteafe, 
I'll  give  you  the  two  Pilgrims  and  the  Peas* 

The    PILGRIMS    and    the   PEAS. 

A     TRUE      STORY. 


A  BRACE  of  Tinners,  for  no 

Were  ordered  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  mnne, 
Who  at  Loretto,  dwelt  in  wax,  ft  one,  wood, 

And  in  a  fair  white  wig,   look'd  wond'rous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  thofe  fad  rogues  to  travel1 
With  fomething  in  their  fhoes  much  worfe  than 


In  (hort,  their  toes,  fo  gentle  to  amufe, 

The  prieft  had  ordered  peas  into   their  (hoes 

A  noftrum  famous  in  old  Popifli  times, 
For  purifying  fouls  that  flunk  with  crimes, 

A  fort  of  apoftolic  fait, 

That  Popiih  parfons  for  its  powers  exalt 
For  keeping  fouls  of  Tinners  facet  , 
Juft  as  our  kitchen  fait  keeps  meat. 

The  knaves  'fat  off  on  the  fame  day, 
Peas  in  their  (hoes,  to  go  and  pray  ; 


But 
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But  very  difT'rent  was  their  fpeed,  I  wot  'f 
One  of  the  Tinners  gallop'd  on, 
Light  as  a  bulkt  from  a  gun ; 

The  other  iimp'd  as  if  he  had  been  /hot. 

ONE  faw  the  VIRGIN  foon — pcccavi  cried 

Had  his  foul  whitewaih'd  all  fo  clever  j 
Then  home  again  he  nimbly  hied, 

Made  fit,  with  faints  above,  to  live  for  ever. 
In  coming  back,  however,  let  me  fay, 

lie  met  his  brother  rogue,  about  half  way 

Hobbling   with    outflretch'd   bum    and   bending 

knees ; 

Damning  the  fouls  and  bodks  of  the  peas ; 
His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brows  in  fweat, 
Deep  fympathizing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

"  How  now!"  the  light-toed,  whitewaftfd  pilgrim 
broke 

"  You  lazy  lubber  !" 

"  Ods  curfe  it,"  cried  the  other,    "  'tis  no  joke — 
"  My  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock, 

"  Are  now  as  foft  as  blubber. 

"  Excufe  me,  Virgin  Mary,  that  I  fwear 

"  As  for  Loretto  1  mall  not  get  there : 

"  No !  to  the  Dev'l  my  fmful  foul  mufl  go, 

4;  For  damme  if  I  ha'nt  loft  ev'ry  toe. 

«  But 
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"  But,  brother  fmner,  do  explain 
"  How  'tis  that  you  are  not  in  pain ; 

"  What  POW'R  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  pur 

"  toes  : 

"  Whilfl  /,  juft  like  a  fnail,  am  crawling, 
"  Now  fwearing,  now  on  Saints  devoutly  bawling, 

"  Whilfl  not  a  rafcal  comes  to  eafe  rny  woes  ? 

"  How  is't  that  you  can  like  a  greyhound  go, 
"  Merry,  as  if  that  nought  had  happen'd,  burn 

«  ye!"— 
"  Why,"  cried  the  other,  grinning,  "  you  muft 

"  know, 

"  That  juft  before  I  ventured  on  my  journey, 
"  To  walk  a  little  more  at  eafe, 
*6  I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas." 


ODE        VII. 

PETER  grinneth. 

\  OUNG  men,  be  cautious  of  each  critic  word, 
That,  blafphemous,  may  much  offence  afford — 

I  mean,  that  wounds  an  ancient  inai'er's  fame : 
At  Titian,  Guido,  Julio,  Veronefe, 
Your  length'ning  phiz  let  admiration  ieize, 

And  throw  up  both  your  eyes  at  Raphael's 

name* 

Ev'n 


Ev'n  by  a  printfliop  fhould  you  chance  to  pafs, 
Revere  their  effigy  infide  the  glafs  : 

Juft  as  with  Papilis,  the  religious  care  is 
In  churches,  lanes,  to  mend  their  marrowbones 
To  bees-wax  faints,  bon-dieux  of  Hones, 

And  beech,  or  deal,  or  wainfcot  Virgin  Marys, 

Whatever  their  errors,  they  no  more  remain, 

For  Time,  like  Fullers'  earth,  takes  out  each  ftain  ; 

Nay  more on  faults  that  modern  works  would 

tarnifh^ 
TIME  fpreads  a  facred  coat  of  varnifh. 

Spare  not  on  brother  artifts'  bacfcs,  the  lalh ; 
Put  a  good  wire  in't let  it  flajh  ; 

Since  ev'ry  ftroke  with  int'reft  is  repaid ; 
For  though  you  cannot  kill  the  man  outright  j 
Yet,  by  this  effort  of  your  rival  fpite, 

Fifty  to  one  if  you  don't  fpoil  his  trade. 

His  ruins  may  be  feathers  for  your  neft 

The  maxim's  not  ainifs probation  eft. 


ODE 
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ODE        VIII. 

The  Poet  inquires  into  the  State  of  the  EXHIBITION 
— Lafhes  Father  TIME  for  making  great  Geniufes, 
and  deftroying  them — Praifes  REYNOLDS — Fan- 
cies a  'very  curious  Dialogue  between  King  ALEX- 
ANDER and  the  Deer,  the  Subject  of  Mr.  WEST'* 
Pifture — Turns  to  Mr.  WEST'S  Refurreclion. 

W  ELL,  Mufe !  what  is  there  in  the  Exhibition  ? 

Hew  thrive  the  beauties  of  the  Graphic  art  ? 
Whofe  racing  genius  feems  in  belt  condition 

For  GLORY'S  plate  \Q  ftart? 

Say  what  fly  rogues  old  Fame  cajole? 
Speak — who  hath  brib'd  her  trumpet,  or  vrhdjlole  ? 
For  much  is  prais'd  that  ought  in  fires  to  mourn — 
Nay,  what  would  ev'n  difgrace  a  fire  to  burn. 

What  artift  boafts  a  work  fublime, 
That  mocks  the  teeth  of  raging  TIME  ? 

Old  fool !  who  after  he  hath  form'd  with  pains, 
A  genius  rare, 
To  make  folks  ftare^ 
Knocks  out  his  brains: 

Like 
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Like  children,  dolls  creating  with  high  brags  ; 
Then  tearing  all  their  handy  works  to  rags. 

Lo!    REYNOLDS  '{nines  \vith  undiminijh*  d  ray! 
Keeps,  like  the  Bird  of  Jove,  his  diftant  way— « 
Yet,  fimple  portrait  flrikes  too  oft  our  eyes ; 
Whilft  HIST'RY.  anxious  for  his  pencil,  fighs. 

We  don't  defife  to  fee  on  canvafs  live, 

The  copy  of  a  jowl  of  lead  ; 
When  for  th*  original  we  wou'd  not  give 

A  fmall  pin's  head. 

This  year,  of  pi&ure,  Mr.  WEST 

Is  quite  a  Patagonian  maker • 

He  knows  that  bulk  is  not  a  jeft^ 

So  gives  us  painting  by  the  acre. 

But  ah!   this  ARTIST'S  brufh  can  never  brag 
Upon  KING  ALEXANDER  and  the  STAG  ; 

For  as  they  play'd  at  loggerheads,  a  rubber, 
We  furely  ought  to  fee  a  handfome  battle 
Between  the  MONARCH  and  the  PIECE  OF  CATTLE; 

Whereas,  each  keeps  his  diftance,  like  a  lubber. 

His  MAJESTY,  upon  his  breech  laid  low, 
Seems  prsacking  to  his  horned  foe ;, 

Obferving 
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Obferving  what  a  very  wicked  thing         , 
To  hurt  the  facred  perfon  of  a  KING  : 

And  feems,  about  his  bufmefs,  to  intreat  him 

To  march,  for  fear  the  hounds  fhould  eat  him. 

The  STAG  appears  to  fay,  in  plaintive  note, 

"  I  own,  KING  ALEXANDER,  my  offence : 
"  True !    I've   not    fhow'd   my    loyalty,    nor 
"  fenfe; 

te  So  bid  your  huntfmen  come  and  cut  my  throat." 

The  cavalry,  adorn'd  with  fair  Hone  bodies ; 

Seem  on  the  dialogue  with  wonder,  daring ; 
And  on  their  flinty  backs,  a  fet  of  NODDIES, 

Not  one  brafs  farthing  for  their  MASTER, 
caring. 

Behold!   one  fellow  lifts  his  mighty  fpear 

To  fave  the  owner  of  the  Scottifh  Crown ; 

Which  harmlefs  hanging  o'er  the  gaping  deer, 
Seems  in  no  mighty  hurry  to  come  down. 

Another  on  a  Pcgafiu,  comes  flying ! 
His  phiz,  his  errand  much  belying! 
For  if  by  means  to  bqfte  the  beaft  fo  cruel, 
God  knows,  'tis  with  a  face  of  water-gruel. 


So 
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So  then*  fweet  Mufe,  the  picture  boafts  no  merit— 
-As  flat  as  dim-water,  or  dead  fmall- beer—- 
Or, what  the  mark  is  tolerably  near. 

As  heads  of  Aldermen,  devoid  of  fpirit. 

Well  then !    turn  round — —view  t'other  fide  the 

room, 

And  fee  his  SAVIOUR  mounting  from  the  tomb : 
Is  this  piece,  too,  with  painting  fins  fo  <:ram'd — 
Born  to  increafe  the  number  of  the  danirfd* 

My  fentiments  by  no  means  I  refufe — 

Was  our  REDEEMER  like  the  wretched  thing., 

I  clo  not  wonder  that  "the  cunning  Jews 

Scorn'd  to  acknowledge  him  for  KING* 


ODE        IX. 

PETER  moralifeth,   and  giveth  good  Ad-vice. 


KlST 


FVY  and  JEALOUSY,  that  pair  of  devils, 
StufPd  like  PANDORA'S  box  with  wond'rous  evils, 
I  hate,  abhor,  abominate,  deleft : 
Like  CIRCE,  turning  man  into  a  beaft. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  their  cankering  breath  -no  bud  can  blow ; 
Their  black'ning  pov/r  refemblesy;;/ztf  in  corn, 
Which  kills  the  rifmg  ears  that  fhould  adorn, 

And  bid  the  vales  with  golden  plenty  glow. 

Yet,  fierce  in  yonder  dome  each  demon  reigns  ; 
Their  poiibn  fwells  too  many  an  artift's  veins  ; 
Draws  from  each  labouring  heart  the  feaVful  figh, 
And  calls  a  fullen  gloom  on  ev'ry  eye. 

BRUSHMEN  !   accept  the  counfel  PETER  fends, 
Who  fcorns  th'  acquaintance  of  this  brace  of  fiends  ? 

Should  any,  with  uncommon  talents  tow'r  ; 
To  any,  is  fuperior  fcience  given , 

Oh,  let  the  weaker  feel  their  happy  pow'r ; 
Like  plants  that  triumph  in  the  dews  of  Heav'nf 

Be  pleas'd,  like  REYNOLDS,  to  direct  the  blind ; 

Who  aids  the  feeble  fault'ring  feet  of  youth  | 
Unfolds  the  ample  volume  of  his  mind, 

With  genius    ftor'd?   and  NATURE'S  fimple 
truth. 

Who  though  a  SUN,  refembles  not  his  brother, 
Whofe  beams  fo  full  of  jealoufy  confpire, 

Whene'er  admitted  to  the  room to  fmother 

The  humble  kitchen,  or  the  parlour  fire. 

ODE 
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ODE        X. 

PETER  fpeaketh  figuratively — Accommodated  blmfelf 
to  vulgar  Readers— Lajheth  Pretenders  to  Fame—* 
Concludeth  merrily. 

JL\  MODEST  love  of  praife  I  do  not  blame — 
But  I  abhor  a  Rape  on  MISTRESS  FAME — 
Although  the  Lady  is  exceeding  chafte^ 
Young  forward  bullies  feize  her  round  the  waift ; 

Swear,  nolens  volens,  that  (he  fhall  be  kifs'd ; 
And  though  fhe  vows  fhe  does  not  like  'em, 
Nay,  threatens,  for  their  impudence,  toftrike  'em, 

The  faucy  rafcals  ftill  perftft. 

Reader  ! of  images,  here's  no  confufion 

Thou  therefore  underftand'ft  the  Bard's  allufioh ; 
But  poffiHy  thou  haft  a  thickijh  head ; 

And  therefore  no  vaft  quantity  of  brain 

Why  then,  my  precious  PIG  OF  LEAD, 

Tis  necelTary  to  explain. 

Some  ARTISTS,  if  I  fo  may  call  'em, 
So  ignorant  (the  Foul  Fiend  maul  'em !) 

Mere 
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Mere  driv'lers  In  the  charming  art, 

Are  vaftly  fond  of  being  prais'd ; 

Wifh  to  the  ftars,  like  Blanchard,  to  berais'd: 
And  raised  they  mould  be,  reader from  a  cart. 

If  difappointed  in  fome  STENTOR'S  tongue, 
Upon  themfelies  they  pour  forth  profe  or  fong  j 

Or  buy  it  in  fome  venal  paper. 

And  then  heroically  vapour. 

"What  prigs  to  immortality,  afpire, 

Who  ftick  their  traih  around  the  room  1        > 
Tri-ifo  meriting  a  very  drffrent  doom, 

I  mean  the  warmer  regions  of  the  Jure  / 

Heav'n  knows,  that  I  am  anger'd  to  the  foul, 

To  find  fome  blockheads  of  their  worksyo  vain—' 

So  proud  to  fee  them  hanging,  check  by  jowl, 

With  bis  * ,  whofe    pow'rs  the  ART'S  high 
fame  fuftain. 

To  xvond'rous  merit  their  pretenfion, 

On  fuch  vicinity— -fofpe n/ion  ; 

Brings  to  my  mind  a  not  unpleafant  ftory, 

Which,  gentle  readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye : 

*  The  Piefident. 
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A  Jhabby  FELLOW  chanc'd,  one  day,  to  meet 
The  Britifh  Roscius  in  the  ftreet, 

GARRICK,  on  whom  our  nation  juftly  brags-  — 
The  fellow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace  - 
46  Good  Sir,  I  do  not  recoiled  your  face," 

Quoth  Garrick  -  F-"  No  ?"    replied  the  man 
of  rags. 

**  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  /  have  trod 

"  Full  many  a  time   together,  I  am  fure  - 

"  When?'*  with  an  oath,  cried  GARRICK  —  "  for 

«  by  G— 
"  I  never  faw  that  face  of  yours  before  • 

"  What  characters,  I  pray, 

"  Did  you  and  7  together  play  ?"— 

**  Lord  !"    quoth  the  fellow,    "  think  not  that  I 


*6  When  you  play'd  HAMLET,    Sir,  —  /  pl.ay'd 
"  COCK  *  ." 


In  the  Ghoft  Scene. 


ODE 


ODE        XI. 

PETER  talketh  fenfibly  and  knowingly  —  Recommendeth 
it  to  ARTISTS  to  prefer  Piftures  for  their  Merit  — 
Difcovereth  mufical  Knowledge  ^  and  Jhoweth,  that 
he  not  only  hath  kept  Company  with  Fid-lers,  but 
Fiddle-makers  —  Hefatirizeth  the  Pfeudo-Cognofcenti 
—  Praifeth  his  ingenious  Neighbour  SIR  JOSHUA. 


not  impos'd  on  by  a  name  ; 
But  bid  your  eye  the  picture's  merit   trace  : 
POUSSIN  at  times  in  outline  may  be  lame, 
And  GUIDO'S  angels  deftitute  of  grace. 

Yet  lo  !  a  picture  of  fome   famous  fchool  : 
A  warranted  old  Daub  of  reputation, 

Where  charming  PAINTING'S  almoft  ev'ry  rule 
Hath  fuffer'd  almoft  ev'ry  violation; 

Oft  hath  been  gaz'd  at,  by  devouring  eyes, 

Where  NATURE,  banim'd  from  the  picture,  fighs. 

So  fome  old  DUTCHESS,  as  a  badger  gray, 

Her  fnags  by  TIME,  fure  DENTIST,  fnatcWd  away, 

With  long,  lank,  flannel  cheeks  ; 
Where  AGE  in  ev'ry  wrinkled  feature, 
Unto  the  poor,  weak,  fnaking  creature, 

Of  death,  unwelcome  tidings  fpeaks  ; 

M  Draws 
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Draws  from  the  gaping  mob  the  envying  look, 
Becaufe  her  OWNER  chanc'd  to  be  a  DUKE. 

.!  low  many  pajteboard  rocks,  and  iron  feas : 

How  many  torrents  wild,  of  Jllll  ftone  water : 

How  many   brooms,  and  broomjlicks  meant  for  trees, 
Becaufe  the  fancied  labours  of  SALVATOR  *  ; 

Whofe  pencil,  too,  moil  grofsly  may  have  blunder'd, 

Have  brought  the  bled  pofcffor  many  a  hundred  ? 

Thus  prove  a  crowd,  a  STAINER|  ,  or  AMATI  J  j 

No  matter  for  the  riddle's  found  \ 
The  fortunate  POSSESSOR  fhall  not  bate  ye 

A  doit,  of  fifty,  nay  a  hundred  pound : 
And  though,  what's  vulgarly  baptiz'd  a  rep, 
Shall  in  a  hundred  pounds  be  deem'd  dog-cheap. 

It  tickles  one  exceflively  to  hear 

Wife  prating   pedants  the  old  mafters  praife  ; 
Damning  by  wholefale,  with  farcaflic  fneer. 

The  wretched  works    of  modern  days  j 
Making  at  living  wights  fuch  fatal  pufhes, 
As  if  not,  good  enough  to  wipe  their  brujhes. 

*   Salvator  Rofa. 

f   A  German  Fiddle-Maker. 

+  A  maker  of  fiddles  called  Crcmonas. 

And 
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And  yet  on   each  wife  cognofcente  afs, 

Who  (hall   for  hours   on   paint  and  fculpture 

din  ye; 
A  perfon,  with  facility,  may  pafs 

RIGAUD  for  RAPHAEL — BACON  forBERNiNij 
Or,  little  as  an  OVEN  to  VESUVIUS, 
WILL  TYLER  for  PALLADIO  or  VITRUVIUS! 

One  wou'd  imagine,  by  the  mad'ning  fools 
Who  talk  of  nothing  but  the  ancient  fchools, 

And  vilify  the  works  of  modern  brains, 
They  think  poor  Mother  NATURE'S  art  is  fled, 
That  now  me  cannot  make  a  head, 

Who  took  with  old  Italian  nobs  fuch  pains ; 
Nay  to  a  drli^ler  turn'd,  her  pow'r  fo  funk  is, 
Tame  foul !  that  nothing  now  me  makes  but  monkies* 

"  Look    at  your  fav'rite    REYNOLDS,"    is  their 

flrain 

"  Allow'd  by  all,  theyfoy?  in  EUROPE'S  eyej 
<c  One  atom  of  repute  can  Reynolds  gain, 

"  When  TITIAN,    RUBENS,    and  VANDYKE, 

"  are  nigh  ? 
"  Can  REYNOLDS  live  near  RAPHAEL'S  matchlefs 

"  line?" 
Yes,  blinkards !  and  with  equal  luftre  mine ! 


M  2  ODE 


O    D    E        XII. 

PETER  incr'cafeth  in  Wifdom,  and  advifeth  wifely — 
See?neth  angry  at  the  Jlliberality  of  Nature  in  the 
Affair  of  his  good  Acquaintance  the  LORD  HIGH 
CHANCELLOR  of  ENGLAND,  and  Mr.  PEPPER 
ARDEN  — —  PETER  trcaleih  his  Readers  .with 
Love-Verfcs  of  pad  Times* 


C 


O?Y  not  NATURE'S  form  too  clofe/y, 
Whene'er  fhe  treats  your  SITTER  grojly  : 
Foj  when  me  gives  deformity  for  grace, 
Pray  ihow  a  little  mercy  on  the  face. 
Indeed    'twould  be  but  chanty  to  natter 
Some  dreadful  works  of  fteming  drunken  Nature. 

As  for  example ; Let  us  now  fuppofe 

THURLOW'S  black  fcowl^  and  PEPPER  ARDEN'S  ncfc ; 
But  when  your  pencil's  powers  are  bid  to  trace 

The   fmiles   of  DEVONSHIRE DUNCANNON'S 

grace 

To  bid  the  blufli  of  beauteous  CAMPBELL  rife, 
And  wake  the  radiance  of  AUGUSTA'S  *  eyes, 
(Gad !  Mufe,  thou  art  beginning  to  grow  loyal} — 
And  paint  the  graces  of  the  PRINCESS  ROYAL  : 

*  Second  daughter  of  the  King. 

Try 


Try  all  your  art — and  when  your  toils  are  done, 
You  fhow  a  flimfy  meteor  for  a  SUN. 

Or  fhould  your  (kill  attempt  her  face  and  air, 
Who  fir'd  my  heart,  and  fix'd  my  roving  eye — 

The  LOVES,  who  robb'd  a  world  to  make  her  fait  > 
Would  quickly  triumph,  and  your  art  defy. 

Sweet  NYMPH! but,  reader,  take  the  fong 

Which  .CYNTHIA'S  charms  alone,  infpir'd : 

That  left  of  yore,  the  poet's  tongue, 

When  LOVE  his  raptur'd  fancy  fir'd. 

S      O      N      Q. 

FROM  her,  alas!  whofe  fmile  was  love, 

I  wander  to  fome  lonely  cell : 
My  fighs  too  weak  the  maid  to  move, 

I  bid  the  fatter -er,  HOPE,  farewel. 

Be  all  her  Siren  arts  forgot, 

That  fill'd  my  bofom  with  alarms : 
Ah!  let  her  crime — a  little  fpot, 

Be  loft  amidft  her  blaze  of  charms. 

As  on  I  wander  flow,  my  fighs, 

At  ev'ry  ftep  for  Cynthia  mourn : 
My  anxious  HEART  within  me  dies, 

And  finking,  whifpers,    "  Oh!  return." 

Deluded 
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Deluded  heart !   thy  folly  know— - 
Nor  fondly  nurfe  the  fatal  flame — 

By  abfence,  thou  {hall  lofe  thy  woe; 
And  only  flutter  at  her  name. 

Readers  !    I  own  the  fong  of  love  is  fweet : 
Moft  pleafing  to  the  foul  of  gentle  PETER  : 

Your  eyes,  then,  with  another  let  me  treat, 
Oh,  gentle  Sirs,  and  in  the  fame  fweet  metre. 


SONG     TO    DELIA. 

SAY,  lonely  MAIP,  with  down-can:  eye 

O  DELIA  !  fay,  with  cheeks  fo  pale, 

What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthen'd  figh, 
That  tells  the  world  a  mournful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears  that  thus  each  other  chafe, 
Befpeak  a  bofom  fwell'd  with  woe ; 

Thy  fighs,  a  florm  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 
Which  fouls  like  thine  fliould  never  know. 

Oh  !    tell  me,  doth  fome  favour'd  youth, 
With  virtue  tir'd,  thy  beauty  flight ; 

And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth, 
That  lip,  and  bofom  of  delight? 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps  to  NYMPHS  of  other  {hades, 
He  feigns  the  foft,  impaffion'd  tear, 

With  fongs  their  eafy  faith  invades, 
That  treach'rous  won  tby  witlefs  ear. 

Let  not  thofe  MAIDS  thy  envy  move, 

For  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine 

That  HEART  can  ne'er  be  blefl  by  love, 
Whofe  guilt  could  force  a  pang  from  thine. 


ODE        XIIL 

Pious  PETER  acknowledged  great  Obligations  to  the 
Reverend  Mr.  MARTYN  LUTHER — Tet  lamenteth 
the  Effefts  of  this  Parfon's  Reformation.,  on  Paint* 
ing. 


E  PROTESTANTS  owe  much  to  MARTYN  LU- 
THER, 
Who  found  to  Heav'n  zjhorter  way  and  /moot her  ; 

And  (hall  not  foon  repay  the  obligation : 
MARTYN  againft  the  PAPISTS  got  the  laugh; 
Who,  as  the  butchers  bleed  and  bang  a  CALF 

To  whitenefs — bled  and  baiig'd  unto  fafoation  .- 

As 
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As  if  fucli  drubbings  could  expel  their  fins ; 

As  if  that  POW'R,  \vhofe  works  with  awe  we 

view, 
Grac'd  all  our  backs  with  fets  of  comely  (kins, 

Then  order'd  us  to  beat  them  black  and  blue. 

Well  then !   we  mud  confefs  for  certain, 
That|much  we  owe  to  Mr.  Martyn, 

Who  altered  for  the  better,  our  religion — 
Yet,  by  it,  glorious  PAINTING  much  did  lofe— - 
Was  pluck'd,  poor  GODDESS  !  like  a  goofe  ; 

Or,  for  the  rhyme-fake,  like  a  pigeon. 

Mad  at  the  WHORE  OF  BABYLON,  and  BULL, 
Down  from  the  churches  men  began  to  pull 
Pictures,  that  long  had  held  a  lofty  flation — 
Pictures  of  SAINTS,  of  pious  reputation, 

For  curing,  by  a  miracle,  the  ills, 
That  now  fo  flubborn  yield  not  to  devotions,   - 
But  unto  blifters,  "boluffus,  and  potions, 

That  make  fuch  handfome  Apothecaries  bills, 
Down  tumbled  ANTTTONY  who  preach'd  to  SPRATS, 

And  HE  *  who  held  difcourfes  with  a  HOG, 

That,  grunting,  after  him  fo  us'd  to  jog  ; 
Came  down  by  favour  of  long  flicks  end  bats. 

*  Commonly  known  by  the  name  of  FIG  ANTKONV. 

The 
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The  SAINTS  who  grinn'd  on  fpits,  like  ven'fon  road- 

ing, 

Broiling  on  gridir'ns  -  -baking  in  an  oven  ; 
Or  on  a  fork,  like  cheefe  of  Chefhire,  toafting^ 

Or  kick'd  to  death,  by  Satan's  hoof  fo  cloven, 
All  humbled  to  the  ground  were  forc'd  to  fall  — 
Spits,  forks,  and  gridir'ire,  ovens,  dev'l  and  all. 

Ev'n  Saints  of  poor  Old  England's  breeding 
In  wonders,  many  foreign  ones,  exceeding  ; 

Our  hot  REFORMERS  did  as  roughly  handle: 
In  troth,  poor  harmlefs  fouls!  they  mere  no  quarter, 
But  down  were  tumbled,  MIRACLE  and  MARTYR  ; 

Put  up  in  lots,  and  fold  by  inch  of  candle. 

Had  we  been  Papifts  —  Lord  !  we  ftill  had  feen 
Devils  and  Devil's  mates,  young  pimping  lyars 

Tempting  the  blujhing  NUNS  of  frail  fifteen, 
With  gangs  of  ogling,  rofy,  wanton  FRIARS  : 
Which  NUNS  fo  pure,  no  love-fpeech  could  cajole— 
Who  ftarvd  the  body,  to  preferue  the  foul. 

Then  had  we  feen  St.  DENNIS  with  his  head 

Frefh  in  his  hand,  and  with  affection,  kiffing  ; 

And  if  the  nob,  that  from  his  moulders  fled, 

By  knife  or  broad-f\vord,  never  had  been  mlf- 


Then 
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Then  had  we  feqn,  upon  their  friendly  coating, 
SAINTS  on  the  waves,  like  gulls  and  wigeons,  float- 
ing. 

I've  feen  a  SAINT  on  board  a  fhip, 

To  whom,  for  a  fair  wind,  the  Papifts  pray, 

Well  flogg'd  from  flem  to  flern,  by  birch  and  whip, 
Poor  wooden  fellow !  twenty  times  a  day : 

Pull'd  by  the  nofe,  and  kick'd — call'd  lubber,  owl, 
To  make  him  turn  a  wind,  to  fair  from  foul ! 
And  often  this  hath  brought  a  profp'rous  gale, 
When  pray'rs  .and  curfes  have  been  found  to  fail. 
This,  had  we  Papifts  been,  had  grac'd  our  churches, 
Saints,   fjamen,    nofe-pulling,    kicks,    whips,   and 
birches. 


ODE         XIV. 
PETER  attacketh  the  Exotic  R.  A.'s, 

Y  E  ROYAL  SIRS,  before  I  bid  adieu  ^ 

Let  me  inform  you,  fame  deferve  my  praife : 
But  truft  me,  gentle  Squires,  ye  are  but  few 
\Vhofe  names  would  not  difgrace  my  lays ; 

You'll 
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You'll  fay,  with  grinning,  fharp,  farcaftic  face, 
We  muft  be  bad  indeed^  if  that's  the  cafe — 
Why,  if  the  truth  I  muft  declare, 
So,  gentle  fquires,  you  really  are ! 

I'm  greatly  pleas'd  I  muft  allow, 
To  fee  the  Foreigners  beat  hollow, 

Who  ftole  into  that  dome  the  Lord  knows  how — 
I  hope  to  God  no  more  will  follow  : 

Who,  curs'd  with  a  poor  fniv'ling  fpirit, 

Were  never  known  to  vote  for  merit — 

Poor  narrow-minded  imps, 
Hanging  together  juft  like  mrimps. 
I  own,  (fo  little  they  have  merited) 

That  from  yon  noble  dome, 

Made  almoft  an  Italian  and  French  home, 
I  long  to  fee  the  vermin  ferreted. 

Yet  where's  the  houfe,  however  watch'd  by  cats, 
That  can  get  rid  of  all  its  rats? 
Or,  if  a  prettier  fimile  may  pleafe, 
Where  is  the  bed  that  hath  not  fleas? 

Or  if  a  prettier  Jlill what  London  rugs 

Jiave  not  at  times  been  vifited  by  bugs  ? 


ODE 


ODE         XV. 

PETER  taketh  Leave — Difplayeth  wonderful  Learn* 
ing  —  See  met  h  forry  to  part  with  hit  Readers — 
Adminiftereth  Crumbs  of  Comfort. 

1VJL  Y  dearefl  readers  !  'tis  with  grief  I  tell, 
That  now,  for  ever,  I  muft  bid  farewell ! 

Glad,  if  an  ode  of  mine,  with  grins,  can  treat  ye, 

Valete  : 

And  if  you  like  the  Lyric  PETER'S  oddity  ; 
Plaudiie. 

Rich  as  a  Jew  am  I  in  Latian  lore- 

So,  claffic  readers,  take  a  fentence  more  : 
Pulchrum  eft  monftrari  digito,  et  dicier  hie  eft  ! 

Says  JUVENAL,  who  lov'd  a  bit  of  fame 

In  Englifh — Ah  !  'tis  fweet  amongit  the  thickeft 

To  be  found  out,  and  pointed  at  by  name. 

To  hear   the  Jhrinking  GREAT   exclaim,   (t  That's 

"  PETER, 

"  Who  makes  much  immortality  by  metre ; 
*'  Who  nobly  dares  indulge  the  tuneful  whim, 
i'  .And "cares  no  more  for  KINGS  than  KINGS  for 
"  him!" 

Yet 
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Yet  one  word  more  before  we  part — 
Should  any  take  it  grievoufly  to  heart ; 
Look  melancholy,  pale,  and  wan,  and  thin, 
Like  a  poor  pullet  that  hath  eat  a  pin ; 
Put  on  a  poor  defponding  face,  and  pine, 
Becaufe  that  PETER  the  Divine 
Refolves  to  give  up  Painting  Odes: 
By  all  the  rhyming  Goddefles  and  Gods, 
I  here,  upon  a  poet's  word,  protefl, 
That  if  it  is  the  world's  requeft 

That  I  again  in  Lyric  mould  appear ; 
Lo  !  rather  than  be  guilty  of  the  fin 
Of  lofing  GEORGE  THE  THIRD  one  SUBJECT'S 


My  LYRIC  BAGPIPE  mail  be  tun'd  next  year. 


THE 


THE 

L     O     U     S     I    A     D. 

A  N 

HEROI-  COMIC      PO.EM. 
CANTO      I. 


Prima  Syracofio,  dignata  eft  ludere  Verfu 
Noftra,  nee  erubuif  Sylvas  habitare  Thalia  ; 
Cum   caRerem  Reges  et  Praelia  Cynthius  Aurem 
Vellit  et  admonuit VIRGIL. 

I,  who  fo  lately  in  ray  lyric  Lays, 

Sung  to  the  Praife  and  Glory  of  R —  A s ; 

And  fweetly  tun'd  to  Love  the  melting  Line, 
With  OwWs  Art,  and  Sappho's  Warmth  divine  ; 
Said  (nobly  daring!)  "  MUSE,  exalt  thy  Wings, 
"  LOVE,  and  the  SONS  OF  CANVAS,  quit  for  K — cs.' 
APOLLO,  laughing  at  my  Powers  of  Song, 
Cry'd,  "  PETER  PINDAR,  prithee  hold  thy  Tongue.' 
But  I,  like  Poets,  felf-fufficicnt  grown, 
Reply'd,  "  APOLLO,  prithee  hold  thy  own." 


TO      THE     READER. 


GENTLE  READER, 

IT  is  neceflary  to  inform  thee,  that  his  M -y 

actually  difcovered,  fome  time  ago,  as  he  fat  at 
table,  a  LOUSE  on  his  plate.  The  emotion  occa- 
fioned  by  the  unexpected  appearance  of  fuch  a  gueft, 
can  be  better  imagined  than  defcribed. 

AN  edict  was,  in  confequence,  pafled  for  {having 
the  Cooks  and  Scullions,  and  the  unfortunate  Loufe 
condemned  to  DIE. 

SUCH  is  the  foundation  of  the  LOUSIAD.— — 
With  what  degree  of  merit  the  Poem  is  executed, 
the  uncritical as  well  as  the  critical  Reader' will  decide. 

THE  ingenious  AUTHOR,  who  ought  to  be  al- 
lowed to  know  fomewhat  of  the  matter,  hath  been 
heard  privately  to  declare,  that  in  his  opinion  the 
Batrachomyomachia  of  Homer,  the  Secchia  Rapita 
of  Taflbni,  the  Lutrin  of  Boileau,  the  Difpenfary  of 
N  Garth, 
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Garth,  and  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  of  Pope,  are  not 
to  be  compared  to  it— and  to  exclaim  at  the  fame 
time,  with  all  the  modefl  a/uranceol  an  AUTHOR— 

Cedite  Scriptores  Roman;,  cedite  Graii — 
Nil  ortum  in  terris,  Loufiadat  melius. 

Which,  for  the  fake  of  the  mere  Englifh  Reader, 
is  thus  beautifully  tranfiated : 

Roman  and  Grecian  Authors,  great  and  fmall, 

The  Author  of  the  LOUS*AI>  beats  you  Atu.     ,   .J(.  f 


THE 


THE 


L     O     U     S    I    A    D. 


CANTO      I. 

1  HE  LOUSE,  I  fmg,  that  from  fome  head 

unknown, 

Yet  born  and  educated  near  a  throne, 
Dropp'd  down,— (fo  will'd  the  dread  decrees  of 
Fate,) 

With  legs  wide  fprawling  on  the  M ch's  plate : 

Far  from  the  rapture's  of  a  WIFE'S  embrace ; 
Far  from  the  gambols  of  a  tender  RACE, 
Whofe  little  feet  he  taught,  with  care,  to  tread 
Amidft  the  wide  dominions  of  the  head ; 
Led  them  to  daily  food,  with  fond  delight, 
And  taught  the  tiny  trav'lers  where  to  bite* 

N  2  To 
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To  hide,  to  run,  advance,  or  turn  their  tails. 
When  hoflik  combs  attacked,  or  vengeful  nails  : 
Far  from  thofe  plealing  fcenes,  ordain'd  to  roam, 
Like  wife  Ulvfies,  from  his  native  home ; 
Yet,  like  that  SAGE,  tho'  forc'd  to  roam  and  mourn- 
Like  him,  alas !    not  fated  to  return : 
Who,  full  of  rags  and  glory,  faw  his  BOY  * 
And  |  WIFE  again,  and  Doc  ]  that  dy'd  for  joy. 
Down    dropp'd   the    lucklefs    LOUSE,    \vith  fear 

appal  I'd, 

And  wept  his  wife  and   children,   as  he  fprawl'd. 
Thus,  on  a  promontory's  mifty  brow, 
The  POET'S  eye,  with  forrow,  faw  a  Cow 
Take  leave  abrupt  of  bullocks,  goats,  and  Iheep, 
By  tumbling  headlong  down  the  dizzy  fleep; 
No  more  to  reign  a  Queen  amongft  the  cattle, 
And  urge  her  rival  beaux,  the  bulls,  to  battle ; 
§She  fell,  rememb'ring,  ev'ry  roaring  lover, 
With  all  her  wild  courants  in  fields  of  clover. 
Now,  on  his  legs,  amidfl  a  thoufand  woes, 
The  LOUSE,  with  judge-like  gravity  arofe : 
He  wanted  not  a  motive  to  inireat  him, 
Befide  the  horror,  'that  the  K*  *  *  might  cat  him — 

*  Tcltmachus. 

+  Penelope. 

•V  Argus,  for  whofe  hiflory  fee  the  Odyflcy. 

$  moriens  dulces  reminifcitur  Argos. 

VlRG. 

The 
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The  dread  of  gafping  on  the  fatal  fork, 
Stuck  with  a  piece  of  mutton,  bee.,  or  pork; 
Or  drowning  'midft  the  fauce  in  dlfrnal  dumps, 
Was  full  enough  to  make  him  ftir  his  flumps, 
Vain  hope!   of  Healing  unpercciv'd  away! 
He  might  as  well  have  tarried  where  he  lay. 
Seen  was  this  LOUSE,  as  with  the  Royal  brood, 
Our  hungry  K***  amus'd  himfelf  with  food; 
Which  proves  (tho'  fcarce  believM  by  one  in  ten) 
That  Kings  have  appetites  like  common  men ; 
And  that,  like  London  Aldermen  and  Mayor, 
They  feed  on  more  fubftantial  fluff  than  air. 
Paint,  heav'nly  mufe,  the  look,  the  very  look, 

That  of  the  S n's  face,  pofleffion  took, 

When  firft  he  faw  the  LOUSE,  in  folemn  flate, 
Grave  as  a  Spaniard,  march  acr.ofs  the  plate ! 
Yet,  could  a  LOUSE  a  Britifh  King  furprize, 
And,  like  a  pair  of  faucers,  fbretch  his  eyes? 
The  little  tenant  of  a  mortal  HEAD, 
Shake   the   great    RULER    of   three   realms    with 

DREAD  ? 

Good  Lord!  ("as  Somebody  fublimely  fingsj 
What  great  effects  arife  from  little  things  ! 
As  many  a  loving  fwain  and  nymph  can  tell, 
Who,  following  Nature's  law,  have  kvd  too  well! 


NOT  with  more  horror,  did  his  eyes  behold, 
Charles  Fox,  that  cunning  enemy  of  old, 


When 
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When  Triumph  hung  upc.i  his  plotting  brains, 
And  dear  PREROGATIVE  was  juft  in  chains : 
Not  with  more  horror,  did  his  eye-balls  work 
Convulfive  on  the  patriotic  Burke, 
When  guilty  of  cecoaomy,  the  crime ! 
Edmund  wide  wander'd  from  the  true  fyblime^ 
And,  cat-like,  watchful  of  the  flefh  and  fim, 
Cribb'd  from  the  R-y-1  table  many  a  difn — 
Saw  ev'ry  flice  of  bread  and  butter  cut, 
Each  apple  told,  and  number'd  ev'ry  nut ; 
And  gaug'd  (compos'd  upon  no  fneaking  fcale) 
The  Monarch's  belly  like  a  cafk  of  ale  ; 
Convinc'd  that,  in  his  fcherne  of  flate-falvation, 
To  Jlarve  *  the  PALACE  was  to  fave  the  NATION  : 
N.pt  more  aghq/l  he  look'd,  when  'midfl  the  courfe, 
He  tumbled,  in  a  flag-chafe,  from  his  horfe, 

Where  all  his  Nobles  deem'd  their  M ch  dead, 

But  luckily  he  pitch'd  upon  his  HEAD  ! 

*   His  M— y  was  really  reduced  fome  time  fince  to  a  moft 

mortifying  dilemma  j  the  apples  at  dinner-time  having  been,  by 
too  great  a  liberality  to  the  royal  children,  expended,  the  K — g 
ordered  a  fupply,  but  was  informed  tn"at  the  BOARD  OF  GREEN 
CLOTH  would  pofii'ively  -allow  no  wore.  Enraged  at  the  unex- 
pe£r.ed  and  unroyal  difappointmcnt,  he  furioufly  puts  his  hands 
in  his  pocket,  took  out  fixpence,  fen.t  a  PAGE  for  two  penny- 
worth of  pippins,  and  received  the  eLat'pe. 


Not 
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NOT  VENISON  EATERS  at  the  vanifh'd  FAT, 
With  flomachs  wider  than  a  Quaker's  hat : 
Not  with  more  horror  Mr.  Serjeant  Pliant 
Looks  down  upon  an  empty-handed  client : 
Not  with  more  horror  flares  the  rural  MAID, 
By  hopes,  by  fortunetellers,  dreams,  betray'd, 
Who  fees  her  ticket  a  dire  blank  arife, 
Too  fondly  thought  the  twenty  thoufand  prize, 
With  which  the  fnnple   damfel  meant,  no  doubt, 
To  blefs  her  faithful  fav'rite  COLIN  CLOUT. 

JtfoT   with  more  horror,   flares  each  lengthen'd 

feature, 

Of  forae  fine  fluttering,  mincing  Pctit-?naitre9 
When  of  a  wanton  chimney-fweeping  wag, 
The   Beau's  white  veflrnent  feels   the  footty  bag> 
Not  with  more  horror,  did  the  Devil  look, 
When  Dunflan  by  the  nofe  the  -daemon  took, 
(As  gravely  fay  our  legendary  fongs) 
And  led  him  with  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs ; 
Not  Lady  Worfley,  chafle  as  many  a  nun, 
Look'd  with  more  horror  at  Sir  Richard's  fun, 
When  rais'd  on  high  to  view  her  naked  charms^ 
He  held  the  peeping  Captain  in  his  arms ; 
Like  David,  that  mod  amorous  little  dragon, 
Ogling  fvyeet  Bathfheba  without  a  rag  on. 

NOT 
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NOT    more    the    great*  SA M   HOUSE,    with 

horror ,  flar'd, 

By  mob  affronted  to  the   very  beard ; 
Whofe  impudence  ^enough  to  damn  a  jail) 
Snatch'd  from  his  waving  hand  his  Fox's  tail, 
And  fluff 'd  it  'midfl  his  thunders  of  applaufe, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  Sam's  gaping  jaws, 
That  forcing  down  his  patriotic  throat, 
Of  Fox  and  Freedom  flopp'd  the  glorious  note. 

NOT  with    more  horror,  BILLY  RAMUS-J- flar'd, 
When  PUFF  j,  the  P — ce's  hair-dreffer  appear'd, 
Amidft  their  eating-room,  with,  dread  defign, 
To  fit  with  PAGES,  and  with  PAGES  dine! 


*  In  Weftminfter-Hall,  where  the  fcnfe  (the  Author  was  juft 
about  to  fay  nonfcnfe]  of  the  people  was  to  be  taken  on  an  ele&ion. 

•f-  Billy  Ramus — emphatically  and  conftantly  called  by  His 

1,1 y  Billy  Ramus.  One  of  the  Pages  who  (haves  the  8 n, 

airs  his  fliirt,  reads  to  him,  writes  for  him,  and  collects  anecdotes. 

J  Puff,  his  R-y-1  Highncfs's  hair-dreffer,  who  attending  him 
at  Windfor,  the  P— ce,  with  his  ufual  good  nature,  ordered  him 
to  dine  with  the  PAG;  s.  .The  pride  of  the  Pages  immediately 
took  fire,  and  a  petition  was  difpatchcd  to  the  K — and  P — cc, 
to  be  relieved  from  the  'IHtrefsful  circuin dance  of  d-ning  with  a 
hair~drejj~cr.  The  Pctuion  was  treated  \viiht\ic prof cr  contempt» 
iand  the  Pages  commanded  to  receive  Mr.  PufFinto  their  mefs,  or 
quit  the  table.  With  unfpeakable  mortification  Mr.  Ramus  and 
his  bretliren  folniiffed ',  hut,  like  flic  poor  Gentoos  who  have  loft 
their  Ca/1,  have  not  hdd  up  their  heads  fncs. 

Not 
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Not  with  more  horror,  GLOSTER'S  DUCHESS  ftar'd, 
When  (bleft  in  Metaphor!)  the  K***  declared, 
That  not  of  all  her  mongrel  breed,  on?  whelp 
Should  in  the  royal  kennel  ever  yelp. 

NOT  more,  that  man  fo  /hveet^  fo  unprepared, 
The  gentle  SQUIRE  of  *  LEATHERHEAD,  was  fcar'd, 
When  after  prayers  fo  good,  and  rare  a  fermon, 
He  found  his  FRONT  attack'd  by  Harriet  Vernon ; 
Who  meant  (Thaleftris-like,  difdaining   fear !) 
To  pour  her  FOOT,  in  thunder  on  his  REAR  ; 
Who,  in  |  GOD'S  houfe,  without  one  grain  of  grace, 
Spit,  like  a  VIXEN,  in  his  WORSHIP'S  face, 
Then  {hook  her  nails,  as  (harp  as  taylor's  fhears, 
That  itch'd  to  fcrape  acquintance  with  his  ears ; 
Not  Atkinfon  J  with  ftronger  terror  ftarted 
(Somewhat  afraid,  perchance,  of  being  cartedj 

*  Kynafton  is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  afTailed  by  this  furi- 
ous Maid  of  Honour,  for  his  disapprobation  of  the  lady  as  an 
acquaintance  for  his  wife. 

f  Verily  in  the  HOUSE  of  the  LORD,  on  the  Lord's  Day,  in 
the  year  of  our  Lord  1785,  in  the  village  of  Leatherhead,  in 
the  county  of  Surry,  did  this  profane  fallval  aflault  take  place- 
on  the  phi?,  of  Squire  Kynafton,  to  the  difgrace  of  his  family,  the 
wonder  of  the  parfon,  the  horror  of  the  clerk,  and  the  ftupefailion 
of  the  congregation. 

|  Mr.  Chriftopher  Atkir,fo:,%  airing  on  the  pillory  is  fufllci- 
f  ntly  known  to  the  public. 

When 
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When  Juftice,  a  fly  dame,  one  day  thought  fit 
To  pay  her  ferious  compliments  to  KIT, 
Afk'd  him  a  few  plain  queftions  about   corn, 
And  whifper'd3  fii£  bjeliev'd  he  \vas  for/worn, 
Then  hinted  that  he  probably  \VouId  find, 
That  tiio'  (he  fometinies  ivink'd,  fhe  was  not  blind. 

NOT  more"^iflunas'*Princefs  look'd  off  right, 
At  brcakfaft,  when  her  fpoufe,  the   unpolite, 
Hurl'd,  madly  hecdlefs  both  of  time  and  place, 
A  cup  of  boiling  coffee  in  her  face ; 
Bccaufe  the  fair  one  eat  a  butter'd  roll, 
On  which  the  felfijh  Prince  had  fix'd  his  foul. 
Not  more  qftonffid  look'd  that  Prince  to  find. 
His  royal  father  to  his  face  unkind ; 
Who  to  the  caufe  of  injur'd  beauty  won, 
Seiz'd  on  the  proud  Probofcis  of  his  fon,1 
(Juft  like  a  TYGER  of  the  Lybian  made, 
Whofe  furious  claws  the  helplefs  deer  invaclcj 
And  led  him,  'till  that  SON  its  durance  freed, 
By  afking  pardon  for  the  brutal  deexj ; 
Led  him  thrice  round  the  room  (the  ftpjry  g 
Who  follow'd  with  great  gravity  his  nofe? 
Hefolv'd  at  firft  (for  Spaniards  arey 
To  aik  no  pardon,  tho'  the  SNOUT  came  of: 

*  This  quarrel  between  the  Prince  of  Aflurias  and  his  Prin- 
cefs,  with  the  interference  of  the  Spaniih  Monarch,  as  defcribed 
here,  is  not  a  poetic  fiction,  b^t  an  abfolute  facl,  that  happened 
sipt  many  mouths  ago. 

Not 


Not  more  qftonffid  look'd  that  Spanifh  King, 
Whene'er  he  mifs'd  a  fnipe  upon  the  wing :     •  * 
Not  more  aftomftfd  look'd  that  King  of  Spain, 
To  fee  his  gun-boats  blazing  on  the  main  ; 
Nor  Doftor  Johnfon  more,  to  hear  the  tale 
Of  vile  Piozzi's  marrying  Mrs.  Thrale ; 
Nor  Doctor  Wilfon,  child  of  am'rous  folly, 
When   young  Mac  Clyfter  bore  oft"  Kit  M'Auley. 

WHAT  dire  emotions  {hook  the  M -ch's  foul  I 

Juft  like  two  billiard  balls  his  eyes  'gan  roll, 
Whilft  anger  all  his  royal  HEART  pofieft, 
That  fwelling,  wildly  bump'd  againft  his  breaft, 
Bounc'd   at   his  ribs  with  all  its  might  fo  flout, 
As  refoluteiy  bent  en  jumping  put, 
T'  avenge,  with  all  its  powers,  the  dire  difgrace, 
And  nobly  fpit  in  the  offender's  face. 
Thus  a  large  dumpling  to  its  cell  confin'd, 
(A  very  apt  allufion  to  my  mindj 


*  His  Mod  Catholic  Majefty's  (hooting  merits  are  univcrfally 
acknowledged.  Though  far  advanced  in  years,  he  is  ftill  the  ad- 
miration of  his  fubje&s,  and  the  envy  of  his  brother  Kings,  as  a 
SHOT  ;  and  it  is  well  known,  that  even  on  thofe  days  wheft  the 
Royal  Robes  are  obliged  to  be  worn,  his  breeches  pockets  arc 
fluffed  with  gun  flints,  Icrews,  hammers,  and  other  implements 
r.eceflary  for  the  deftru&foa  of  fnipes,  partridges,  and  wild  pigs. 

Lies 


Lies  fnug,  until  the  water  waxeth  hot, 
Then  buttles  'midft  the  tempefl  of  the  pot: 
In  vain!-*— the  lid  keeps  down  the  child  of  dough, 
That  bouncing,  tumbling,  fweating,  rolls  below. 

"  O  DEAREST  partner  of  my  throne"  (he  cries, 
.Lifting  to  pitying  Heav'n  his  piteous  eyes) 
"  Thou  brighteft  gem  of  G — ge's  Royal  Houfe, 
"  Look  there,  and  tell  me  if  that's  not  a  LOUSE  !" 
The  Q^ look'd    down,    and    then   exclaim'd, 

«  Good  la!" 

And  with  a  fmile  the  dappl'd  STRANGER  faw. 
Each  P — cefs  flrain'd  her  lovely  neck  to  fee, 
And  with  another  fmile  exclaim'd,    "  Good  me!" 
"  O  la !  Good  me !  is  that  all  you  can  fay  ?" 

(Our  gracious  M ch  cry'd,  with  huge  difmay) 

"  Heav'ns !  can  a  filly  vacant  fmile  take  place 

"  Upon  your  M »-y's  and  Children's  face, 

*'  Whilft    that  vile    Loufe    (ah!     foon  to  be  un* 

"  jointed! 
*e  Affronts  the  prefence  of  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED?" 

DASH'D  as  if  tax'd  with  Hell's  moft  deadly  fins, 

The  Q- and  P flcs  drew  in  their  chins, 

Look'd  prim,  and  gave  each  exclamation  o'er, 
And  very  prudent,     c  Word ffafa  never  more* 

Sweet 
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Sweet  MAIDS  !  the  beauteous  boaft  of  Britain's  ifle— 
Speak — were  thofe  peerlefs  LIPS  forbid  to  fmile  ? 
LIPS  !  that  the  foul  of  fimple  Nature  moves — 
Fonn'd  by  the  bounteous  hand  of  all  the  LOVES  ! 
LIPS  OF  DELIGHT!  unftain'd  by  Satire's  gall! 
LIPS    that  I  never  kifs'd — and  never  Jhall. 

•     Now,  to  each  trembling  Page,  as  mute's  a  moufe, 

The  pious  M CH  cry'd,    "  Is  this  your  Loufe?" 

"  Ah!    Sire,"    (reply'd    each   Page  with  pig-like 
whine) 

"  An't  pleafe  your  M —y,  it  is  hot  mine." 

"  Not  thine?"  (the  hafty  Monarch  cry'd  agen) 
"  What  ?    what  ?    what  ?    what  ?    what  ?    who   the 
«  devil's  then?" 

Now  at  this  fad  event,  the  S n,  fore 

Unhappy,  could  not  eat  a  mouthful  more; 

His  ivifer  Q- n,  her  gracious  flomach  ftudying, 

Stuck  mod  devoutly  to  the  beef  and  pudding ; 
For  GERMANS  are  a  very  hearty  SORT, 
Whether  begot  in  HOG-STYES  or  a  COURT, 
Who   bear    (which   mews   their  hearts  are  not  of 

ftone) 
The  i«ls  o'  others  better  than  their  own. 

GRIM  TERROR  feiz'd  the  fouls  of  all  the  Pages, 
Of  different  fizes,  and  of  different  ages  j 

Frighten'd 
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Frightened  about  their  penfions  or  their  bones, 
They  on  each  other  gap'd,  like  Jacob's  fons  ! 

Now  to  a  PAGE,  but  which,  we  can't  determine, 

The  growling  M ch  gave  the  plate  and  vermin : 

"  Watch  well  that  blackguard  animal,  (he  cries) 
"  That  foon  or  late,  to  glut  my  vengeance,  dies  ! 
"  Watch,  like  a  CAT,  that  vile  marauding  LOUSE, 
"  Or  G — GE  fhall   play   the  devil  in  the  Houfe. 
"  Some  SPIRIT  whifpers,  that  to  Cooks  I  owe 
"  The  precious  VISITOR  that  crawls  below ; 
"  By  Heav'n!  the  ivhifp'ring  SPIRIT  tells  me  true, 
"  And  foon  dire  vengeance  (hall  their  locks  puriue. 
"  Cooks,  fcourers,  fcullionS  too,  with  tails  of  pig, 
"  Shall  lofe  their  coxcomb  curls,  and  wear  a  wig." 
Thus  roar'd  the  K — G, — not  Hercules  fo  BIG  ; 
And  all  the  Palace  echo'd — "  WEAR  A  WIG  1" 

FEAR,  like  an  ague,  (truck  the  pale-nos'd  Cooks—- 
And dafli'd  the  beef  and  ven'fon  from  their  looks ; 
Whilft  from  each  cheek,  OLD  PORT  withdrew  his 

RED, 
And  PITY  blubber'd  o'er  each   menac'd  head. 

BUT    lo!     the  great  COOK-MAJOR    comes!    his 

eyes, 
Fierce  as  the  redd'ning  flame  that  roajls  and  fries ; 

His 
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His    cheeks    like    BLADDERS,    \\ith   high   pamon 

glowing, 

Or  like  a  fat  DUTCH  TRUMPETER'S  when  blowing. 
A  neat  white  APRON  his  huge  corps  embraced, 
Tied  by  two  comely  firings  about  his  waift  : 
AN  APRON!  that  he  purchased  with  his  riches, 
To  guard  from  hoilile  greafe,  his  velvet  breeches — 
AN  APRON  !  that  in  Monmouth-ftreet,  high  hung, 
Oft  to  the  winds  with  fweet  deportment  fwung. 

"  YE  fons  of  Dripping,  on  your  MAJOR  look!" 
(In  founds  of  deep-ton'd  thunder  cry'd  the  Cook) 
"  By  this  white  APRON,  that  no  more  can  hope 
"  To  join  the  piece  in  Mr.  INKLE'S  fhop ; 
"  That  oft  hath  held  the  befl  of  Palace  meat, 
"  And  from  his  forehead,  wip'd  the  briny  fweat ; 
"  I  fwear,  this  HEAD  difdalns  to  lofe  its  locks, 
"  And  tbofe  that  do  not,  tell  them  they  are  BLOCKS. 
"  Wbofe  head,  my  Cooks,  fuch  vile  difgrace  endures  \ 
"  Will  it  be  yours ,  or  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours  ? 
"  Ten  thoufand  crawlers  in  the  HEAD  be  hatch'd, 
tc  For  ever  itching,  but  be  never  fcratcb'd. 
"  Oh !  may  the  charming  perquifite  of  greafe, 
"  The  Mammon  of  your  pocket,  ne'er  increafe  ; — 
£C  GREASE  !    that  fo  frequently  hath  brought  you 

"  coin, 
"  From  VEAL,  PORK,  MUTTON,  and  the  GREAT 

"  SIR  LOIN. 

«e  O  brothers 
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"  O  brothers  of  the  fpit,   be   firm  as  rocks  — 
"  Lo  no  KING  on  earth  I  yield  thefe  locks. 
*'  Few  are  my  hairs    behind^  by  age  endear'd  !— 
"  Bat  few  or  many,  they  mall  not  be  flwar'd. 

"  SOONER    mall  Madam  Swellenberg  *  the  jade 
"  Yield  up  her  fav'rite  perquifites  of  trade, 
"  Give  up  her  facred  Majeily's  old  GOWNS, 
"  CAPS,     PETTICOATS,     and     APRONS,    without 

"  FROWNS  : 

"  SHE  !  who  for  ever  ftudies  MISCHIEF — SHE, 
"  Who  foon  will  be  as  bufy  as  a  bee, 
"  To  get  the  liberty  of  locks  en/lav* d9 
"  And  every  harmlefs  Cook  and  Scullion  jhav'd ; 
"  SHE,  if  by  chance  a  BRITISH   SERVANT  MAID, 
"  By  fome  infmuating  tongue  betray'd, 
"  Induc'd  the  fair  forbidden   fruit  to  tafte, 
"  Grows,  (lucklefs)  fomewhat  bigger  in  the  WAIST; 
"  Rants,  dorms,  f wears,  turns  the  penitent  to  door, 
"  Grac'd  with  the  pretty  names  of  B — ch  and W — , 
"  To  range  a  proflitute  upon  the  town, 
"  Or,  if  the  weeping  wretch  think  better,  drown  : 
t4  But,  if  a  GERMAN  SPIDER-BRUSHER  falls* 
'•   Whofe    N'j/e   grows  fhdrper,    and    whofe  Shape 

"  tells  tales ; 

*   Miili-cfs  of  &z   Robes  t«  Her  Mujtfly. 

"  Hujh'd 
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"  Htijh'd  is  th'  affair ! — the  Q;--,  and  SHE,  good 

"  Dame, 

"  Both  club  their  wits,  to  hide  the  growing  mame : 
*'  To  wed  her,  get  fome  fool — I  meanfome  wifeman^ 
"  Then  dub  the  prudent  Cuckold,  an  Excifemar. : 
i(  SHE!  who  hath  got  more  infolence  and  pride, 
"  God  mend  her  heart !  than  half  the  world  befide :' 
"  SHE  !  who,  of  guttling  fond,  fluffs  down   more  ' 

"  meat, 

'•  Heav'n  help  her  ftomach !  than  ten  men  can  eat ! 
"  Ten  men !  aye,  more  than  ten,  the  hungry  HAG  ! 
"  Why,  zounds !  the  WOMAN'S  Stomach's  like  a 

"  BAG: 

"  SHE  !  who  will  fwell  the  uproar  of  the  houfe, 
"  And  tell   the   K  —  g    damn'd   lies   about   the 

"  LOUSE; 

"  When  probably  that  Loufe  (a  vile  old  trulli) 
"  Was  born  and  nourifh'd  in  her  own  grey  fcuH. 

"  SOONER  the  room  mail  buxom  NANNY  *  quit, 
"  Where  oft  me  charms  her  matter  with  her  wit — 
"  Tells  tales  of  ev'ry  body,  ev'ry  thing, 
c  From  honefl  courtiers  to  the  thieves  who  fwing — 

*  Buxom  Nanny — a  female   fervant  of  the  Palace,  who  con- 
jlantly  attends  the  K — g  when  he  reads  the  difpatches. 

O  «  Waits 
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"  '  Waits  on  her  S— n  while  he  reads  Difpatches, 
"  And    wifely    winds   up    STATE    AFFAIRS   or 

"  WATCHES: 
"SOONER   the  PRINCE  (may  Heav'n  his  income 

•"  mend!) 

*'  Shall  quit  his  bottle,  miftrefs,    and  his  friend — 
"  Laugh  at  the  drop   on  MISERY'S  languid  eye, 
"  And   hear  her  linking  voice,  without  a  ligh  : 
"  Break  for   the  wealth    of    REALMS    his  facred 

<c  word, 

"  And  let  the  world  write  Coward  on  his  fword : 
"  Sooner  fhall  ham  from  fowl  and  turkey  part' 
"  And  STUFFING  leave  a  calf's  or  bullock's  heart  I 
"  Sooner  fhall  toafted  cheefe  take  leave  of  muflard ! 
"  And  from  the  codlin  tart  be  torn  the  cuftard: 
"  Sooner  thefe  hands  the  glorious  haunch  fhall 

"  fpoil, 

"  And  all  our  melted  butter  turn  to  oil; 
16  Sooner  our  pious  K — g,  with  pious  face, 
"  Sit  down  to  dinner  without  faying  grace ; 
"  And  ev'ry  night,  falvation  pray'rs  put  forth, 
"  For  Portland,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan  and  North: 
'*  Sooner  fhall  fafhion  order  frogs  and  mails, 
"  And  dim-clouts  flick  eternal  to  our  tails. 
**  Let  G — GE  view  MINISTERS  with  furly  LOOKS, 
"  'Alufe  'em,  kick  'em — but  revere  Jiis  COOKS!" 

"  WHAT, 
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"  WHAT,  lofe  our  locks !"    (reply 'd   the  road- 
ing  CREW) 

"  To  Barbers  yield  'em? — Damme   if  we  do! 
6i  Be  Jhav'd  like  foreign  DOGS,   one  daily   meets, 
"  Naked  and  blue,  and  fhivVing  in  the  ftreets  ? 
*'  And  from  the  Palace  be  ajk.im'd  to  range^ 
*"  For  fear    the   world   mould    think  we  had  the 

"  mange', 

"  By   taunting  boys  made  weary  of  ourv  lives 
*e  Broad-grinning  wh — es,  and  ridiculing  wives!" 

"  ROUSE,  OPPOSITION!'*  (roar'd  a  tipfy  COOK., 
With  hands  a  kimbo,  and  bubonic  look) 
"  'Tis  SHE  alone,  our  noble  curls  can  keep — • 
"  'Without  HER,  MINISTERS  would  fall  afleep 
"  'Tis  SHE  who   makes   great   rnen — our  FOXES, 

"  PITTS, 
"  And   fharpens,    whet-flone-like,    the    NATION'S 

"  Wits: 

"  Knocks  off  your  knaves  and  fools,  however  great, 
"  And,    broom-like,  fweeps   the   COBWEBS  of  the 

"  STATE: 

"  Like   fulphur   in  a  calk,  expels  bad  air, 
"  And  makes,  like  thunder-claps,  foul  weather  fair; 
"  Acl:s,  like  a  gun,  that  fir'd  at  gathered  foot, 
"  Preferves  the  chimney  and  the  houfe  to  boot : 
"  Or,    like   a,  fchool-boy's    WHIP,  that  keeps  up 

"  TOPS  : 

*c  The  finking  Realm,  by  FLAGELLATION,  props. 
O2  "  Ou.r 


"  Our  M h  muil  not  be  indulged  too  far ; 

"  Befides !  I  love  a  little  bit  of  \var. 

"  Whether   to  crop  our  curls,  he  boafls   a  right, 

"  Or  not,  I  do  not  care  the  Loufe's  bite — 

"  But   then,    no    Force-work !   No!    No   Force,  by 

"  Heav'n!    , 
"  COOKS!  TEOMEN!  SCOURERS!  we  will 

"  not  be  driv'n. 

u  Try   but  to   force  a  PIG  againft  his  will, 
"Behold!    the  fturdy    GENTLEMAN  Jlands  Jlill! 
"  Or,  perhaps  (his  pow'r  to  let  the  driver  know) 
"  Gallops  the  «jsry  road  he  mould  not  go — 
"  No  force  for  me!  the  FRENCH,  the  fawning  dogs, 
"  E'en  let  them  lofe  their  freedom^  and  eat  frogs — 
"  Damme  !  I  hate  each  pale  foupe-meagre  thief — 
*6  Give  me  my  darling  LIBERTY  and  BEEF.** 
He  fpoke — and  from  his  jaws  a  lump  he  flid, 
And,  fwearing,  manful  flung  to  earth  the  QUID. 
Yet    fuelling  PRIDE   forbade   his  tongue  to  reft, 
Whilil  wild  emotions  labour'd  in  his  bread — 
"Now  founds  confus'd,  his  ANGER  made  him  utter, 
And  when  he  thought  en  /having  curfes,   fputter. 
Such  is  the  found  (the  fimile's  not  weak) 
FormM  by  \vhar  mortals,  *  BUBBLE  call  and  SQUEAK, 

When 

*  The  ir.odeil  Author  of  the  LOUJIAD  muil:  do  himfelf  tl»c 
juC.,'cc  to  declare  here,  that  his  fir.iile  of  ti»c  Buhbk:  and  Squeak. 
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When  'midft  the   FRYING-PAN,  in  accents  favage. 
The  BEEF  fo  furly^  quarrels  with  the  CABBAGE, 
"  Be  fhav'd,"  a  SCULLION  loud  began  to  bellow, 
Loud  as  a  PARISH  BULL,  or  poor  OTHELLO, 
Plac'd  by  that  rogue  I  AGO,  upon  thorns, 
With  all  the  horrors  of  a  pair  of  HORNS  : 
Loud  as  th'  f  EXCISEMAN,  ftruggling  for  his  life, 
And  panting  in  a  mod  inglorious  ftrife  ; 
When,  on  his  face,  the  finuggling  Princefs  fprung, 
And,  cat-like  clawing,  to  his  vifage  clung. 

"  BE  fliav'd  like  pig^"    rejoin'd   the  Scullion's 

mate, 
His  difhclout  fhaking,  and  his  Pot-crown'd  PATE— • 


is  vaftly  more  natural  and   more  fullime,    than  Homer's   black 
pudding  on  a  gridiron,  illuftrating  the    motions  and  emotions  of 

his  Hero  ULYSSES. 

(Vid.  ODYSSEY. 

•]•  This  affair  happened  a  few  years  fince. — An  Excifeman 
feizing  fome  fmuggled  goods  belonging  to  a  Princefs,  a  relation 
of  the  Great  Frederick,  her  HIGHNESS  fell  upon  the  poor  R~t 
de  Cave,  and  almoft  fcratched  his  eyes  out — the  Excifeman  made 
a  formal  complaint  to  the  King,  begging  to  be  relieved  from 
the  dlfgrace. — The  gallant  Monarch  returned  for  anfwer,  that 
he  gave  up  the  duties  to  his  Coufm  the  Princefs,  but  could  not 
conceive  how  the  hand  of  a  FAIR.  LADY  could  difhonotir  the 
*  face  of  an  Excifeman. 

«  What 


"  What  BARIJER  dares,  it,  let  him  watch  his  NOSE, 
"  And,  curfe  me  !  dread  the  rage  of  thefe  ten  toes." 
So  faying,  with  an  oath  to  ralfe  one's  hair, 
He  kick'd  with  threatening  foot,  the  yielding  air — 
Thus  have  I  feen  an  ASS  ^baptiz'd  a  JACK) 
Grac'd   by  a  CHIMNEY-SWEEPER  on  his  back, 
Prance,  fncrt,  and  fling  his  heels  with  liberality, 
In  Imitation  of  a  HORSE  of  QUALITY t 
"  Be    ihav'd  !"    Can   underftrapper   TURNB ROCHE 

cried, 

In  all  the  foaming  energy  of  pride) 
"  Zounds  !    let  tis  take    his  M — — Y  ,in  hand  !• — 
"  The  K***  (hall  find  he  lives  at  our  command : 
«*  Yes ;  let  him  know,  with  all  his  wond'rous  Mate, 
"  His  teeth  and  flomacli  on  our  wills  fhall  wait . 
"  We  rule  the  platters,  we  command  the  fpit, 
"  And  G*****  mail  have  his  mefs  when  we  think 

"  fit  ; 

"  Stay  till  ourfilves  mall  condefccnd  to  eat, 
"  And  then,  if  we  think  proper,  have  his  meat." 
Thus,  having  fed  on  venifon  rather  coarfc, 
A  -Co'LT,  or  CROCODILE,  or  DISH  OF  HORSE, 
The  TARTAR  quits  his  fmoaky  hut  with  Scorn, 
Sounds  to  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  his  horn  ; 
And   treating    MONARCHS    like   his    Caves  or 

fvvine, 
Informs   them,  they  have  liberty  to  dine. 

"  Heav'ns  !'J 
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•c  Heav'ns !"  Ccried  a  YEOMAN>  with  much  learn- 

ing  grac'd) — 

In  Books  as   well  as  meat,  a  man  of  /tf/ite, 
Who  read  with  *vaft  applaufe,  the  daily  NEWS, 
And  kept  a  clofe  acquaintance  with  the  MUSE  j 
Conundrum,  Rebus,  made — Acroftic,  Riddle, 
And  fung  his  dying  Sonnets  to  his  Fiddle, 
When   LOVE,    with   cruel    dart,    the   murd'ring 

THIEF, 

His  heart  had  fpitted,  like  a  piece  of  BEEF. 
"  Are  thefe  (he  faidj  of  KINGS,   the  whims,  and 

-   "  jokes  ? 

•  "  Then  KINGS  can  be  as  mad  as  common  folks. 
"  DAME    NATURE,    when   a   PRINCE'S  head   me 

"  makes, 

"  No  more  concern,  about  the  Infide,  takes, 
"  Than  of  the   Jnpde  of  a  Bug's  or  Bat's, 
"  A  Flea's,  a  Grafhopper's,  a  Cur's,  a  Cat's ! 
(i  As  carelefs  as  the  ARTIST,  trunks  defigning, 
"  About  the  trifling  circumftance  of  DINING  ; 
"  Whether,  of  Cumberland  he  ufe  the  Plays, 
"  Mifs  Burney's  Novels,  or  Mifs  Seward's  Lays : 
"  Or  facred  Dramas  of  Mifs  Hannah  More,   • 
"  When  all  the  NINE,  with  little  MosEa,  fnore  ; 
"  Or  good  Soyirx-E  PINDAR'S  odes,  or  Wharton's 

"  flick, 

"  Or  Horace  Walpole's   doubts  upon   King  Dick, 

"  Who 


."'  Who  furious  drives, -at  times,  his  old  goofe-quill, 

"  On    Strawberry,  (Reader  i)  not  the  Aonian  Hill} 

"  Whether  he  doom,  the  ROYAL  SPEECH  to  cling, 

c'  Or  thcfe  of  Lords  and  Gommons  to  the  King ; 

"  Where  ONE  begs  money,  and  the  OTHERS  grant 

:'  So  eafy,  freely,  friendly  complaifant, 

te  As  if  the  Cajh  were  really  all  ihcir  own, 

"  To   purchafe  * .  Knick-knacks,    that   difgrace   a 

"  throne. 

"  -Ah,  -me  !  did  people  know  what  trifling  things 9 
:"  Compofe  thole  idols  of  the  Earth,  call'd  K—s; 
"  Thofe  counterparts  of  that  important  fellow, 
<c  The  Children's  wondtr — SIGNOR  PUNCHINELLO^ 
• "  Who  ftruts  upon  the  flage  his  hour  away ; 
**  tlis  ouljide,  gold — his  injide,  rags  and  hay, 
*'  No  more,  as  God's  vicegerents,  would  they  fhine, 
*6  Nor  make  the  world   cut    throats    for    RIGHT 

*'  DIVINE. 

"  Thofe  LORDS    of  Earth,  at  dinner,  Ave  have 

"  fcen, 
"  Suni,    by  the  meereft  trifles,  with  the  fpleen— 


*  The  Civil  Lai,  we  are  inclined  to  think,  feels  deficiencies 
from  Toys—'  For  an  infttince  we  will  appeal  to  Mr.  Camming''* 
Non-defcript  of  a  Time-piece  at  the  Queen's-Houfe,  which  coft 
nearly  two  thoufand  pounds.— -The  lame  artift  is  alfo  allow- 
ed zoo/,  per  annum  to  keep  the  Bauble  in  repair. 

Olt, 
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"  Oft,  for  an  ill-dreft  egg,  have  heard  them  groan, 
"  And  feen  them  quarrel  for  a  mutton  bone : 
"  At  fait  or  vinegar,  with  paflion,  fume, 
"  And  kick  dogs,  chairs,    and    pages,    round  the 
"  room  *  . 


"  ALAS  !  how  often  have  we  heard  them  gnttrt ', 
"   Whene'er  the  rufliing  rain  hath  fpoil'd  a  bum! 
"  Their  fanguine  wifhes  crofs'd,  their  fpirits  cloggM, 
"  Mere    RIDING    DISHCLOUTS,    homeward   have 

"  they  jogg'd ; 
*'  Poor  imps  !  the  fport  (with   all  their  pride  and 

"  pow'rj 

"  Of  NATURE'S  diuretic  ftream — a  SHOW'R! 
"  This,  we  the  ACTORS  in  the  Farce,  perceive; 
"  But  this,  the  diftant  world  will  ne'er  believe — 
"  Who  fancy  K — GS  to  all  the  Virtues  born : 
"  Ne'er  by  the  vulgar  ftorms    of  PASSION  torn ; 
*c  But,  bleft  with  fouls  fo  calm !  like  Summer  feas, 
"  That  fmile  to  Heav'n,  unruffled  by  a  breeze : 

*  This  is  partly  a  pi&ure  of  the  loft  reign  as  well  as  the  PRE- 
SENT. The  pafiions  of  George  the  Second  were  of  the  tnoft 
impetuous  kind — his  hat  and  his  favourite  Minifter,  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  were  too  frequenfly  the  foot-balls  of  his  ill-humours — 
nay,  poor  Queen  Caroline  came  in  for  a  (hare  of  his  foot  bene- 
volence— but  he  was  a  Prince  of  virtues — ubi  plura  nitent,  non 
ego  faucis  offendar  maculis. 

*  Who 
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"  Who  think  that  K — GS  on  wifdom  always  fed, 
"  Speak  fentences,   like  BACON'S  brazen  HEAD; 
"  Hear  from  their  lips  the  •olleft  nonfenfe  fall, 
46  Yet  think  fome  HEAVENLY  SPIRIT  dictates  all; 
"  Conceive  their  bodies  of  cceleftial  clay, 
"  And,   tho'   all  ailment,  f acred  from  decay; 
*'  To  -nods  and  fmiles  their  gaping  homage  bring, 
"  And  thank  their  GOD  their  eyes    have   feen  a 

"  KING  ! 

"  Lord:  in  the  circle  when  our   ROYAL  MASTER 
*'  Pours  out   his   words  as  faft  ;as  hail,  or  falter, 
"  To  COUNTRY  SQUIRES,  and  wives  of  COUNTRY 

"  SQUIRES ; 
"  Like  STUCK  PIGS,  flaring,  how  each  Oaf  ad- 

"  mires! 
^  Lo!    ev'ry  fyllable  becomes  a   GEM! 

"  And  if,  by  chance,  the  M- ch  cough  or  hem, 

"  Seiz'd  with  the  fymptoms  of  a  deep  furprize, 
"  Their  joints  with   rctfrence   tremble,  and   their 

"  eyes 
"  Roll  wonder   finl;    then,  fhrinking   back  with 

"fear, 

f:  Would  hide  behind    the  brains,  were  any  there. 
«  How  taken  in  this  idle  WORLD  by  flow! 
"  BIRTH,  RICHES,  are   the  BAALS  to  whom   we 

"  bow; 

**  Preferring  (ev'n  with  foul  as  black  as  foot) 
"  A  ROGUE  on  korfiback9  to  a  SAINT  on  foot. 

«  See 


"  See  FRANCE,  fee  PORTUGAL,  SICILIA,  SPAIN, 
"  And  mark  the  Defert  of  each  DESPOT'S  brain  ; 
"  Whofe  tongues  mould  never  treat  with  taunts-, 

"  a  FOOL; 

"  Who  prove  that  nothing  is  too  mean  to  rule. 
"  What  could  the  PRINCE,  high  tow'ring   like  a 

"  fteeple, 

"  Without  the  MAJESTY  of  Us  the  PEOPLE  ? 
"  Go,  like  the*  'Kind    of  '  Babylon,  to  grafs, 
"  Or  wander,  like  a  beggar,  with  a  PASS  ! 
"  However  modern   KINGS   may  COOKS  defpife, 
"  WARRIORS   and   KINGS   were   COOKS,   or  His- 


"  PATROCLUS  broil'd  beef-fteaks  to  quell  his  hun- 

"  ger: 

"  The    MIGHTY  AGAMEMNON  potted  CONGER  !  — 
"  And  Charles  of  Sweden,    'midft  his   guns  and 

"  drums, 

"  Spread  his  own  bread  and  butter  with  his  thumbs. 
"  Bejhav'df  —  No!  —  Sooner,  pill'ries,  jaifs,  the 

"  flocks, 
*'  Shall    pinch   this    corps,  than  BARBERS  match 

"  my  locks." 

"  Well  haft  thou  faid,  a  SCOWRER  bold  rejoin'd  — 
"  Damme  !  I  love  the  man  who  fpeaks  his  mind." 


Nebuchadnezzar, 

Then 
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Then  in  his    arms  the  ORATOR  he  took, 

And  fwore  he  was  an  ANGEL  of  a  COOK. 

A  while  he   held  him  with  a  CORNISH  hug  ; 

Then  feiz'd,  with  glorious  grafp,  a  PEWTER   MUG, 

"Whofe  ample  womb  nor  cyder  held,  nor  ale> 

But  ne&ar,  fit  for  JOVE,  and  brew'd  by   THRALE. 

"  A  health  to  COOKS,  (he  cry'd,  and  wav'd   the 

pot) 

<c  And  he  who  fighs  for  TITLES,   is  a  fot — 
"  Let  DUKES  and  LORDS  the  world  in  wealth '„    • 

"  furpafs — 

"  Yet  many  a  LION'S  Ikin  conceals  an  Ass. 
*'  Lo  !  this  is  one  amongft  my  golden  rules, 
"  To  think  the  -GREATEST   MEN  the   GREATEST 

"  FOOLS  : 

"  The  GREAT  are  judges  of  an  opera  fong — 
"  And  fly  a  BRITON'S  for  a  EUNUCH'S  tongue; 
"  Can  ftarve  their  families  to  hear  BABINIS-, 
"  Gaunt  PACCHAROTTIS,  fat-rump'd  fquub  RAUZ- 

"  ZINIS; 

"  Thus  idly  fquand'ring  for  a  fquawl  their  riches-— 
"  To  faint  with  rapture  at  thofe  Cats  in  Breeches. 
"  Accept  this  truth  from  me,  my   lads — the  man 
"  Who  firft  a  SPIT  found  out,  or  FRYING-PAN, 
ic  Did  ten  times  more  towards  the   PUBLIC  GOOD, 
"  Than  all  the  tawdry  TITLES  fmce  the  flood: 
"  TITLES  1    that    KINGS    may    grant    to    ASSES, 

"  MULES, 

."  The  fcorn  of  SAGES,  and  the,,boaft  of  FOOLS." 

He 


He  ended — Ail  the  COOKS  exclaim'd    "  divine!" 
Then  whifper'd  one  another,  'twas  <e  damitd  fine!" 
Thus   fpoke  the  SCOWRER,  like  a  MAN  infpir'd, 
Whofe  fpeech,  the  HEROES  of  the  kitchen,  fir'd: 
GROOMS,   MASTER   SCOWRERS,    SCULLIONS, 

SCULLION'S  MATES, 

With  all  the  OVERSEERS  of  knives  and  plates, 
Felt  their  brave  fouls,  like  FRISKEY  CYDER,  work, 
Whizzing  in  oppofition  to  the  CORK  : 
Earth's  POTENTATES  appear'd  ignoble  things, 
And  COOKS  of  greater  confequence  than  KINGS  ; 
Such,  is  the  pow'r  of  words,  where  TRUTH  unites, 
And  fucb,  the  rage   that  injur'd  WORTH  excites ! 
The  SCOWRER'S  fpeech,  indeed,  with  reafon,  bleft, 
Inflam'd  with  god-like  ardour  all  the  reft: 
Thus   if  a  BARD,   HeavVs   vengeful  lightning, 

draw ; 

The  flame  setherial,   ftrikes  the   kindling  ftraw : 
Doors,  rafters,  beams,    owls,  weazels,    mice,    and 

rats, i 

And  (if  unfortunately  moufmg)  cats ; 
All  feel  the  wide — devouring  fire  in  turn, 
And  mingling  in  one  conflagration,   burn. 

"  SONS  of  the  SPIT,"    the  Major  cry'd  again, 
C{  Your  noble  fpeeches  prove  you  bleft  with  BRAIN  : 

"  BRAIN! 
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"  BRAIN!    that  DAME  NATURE  gives  .not  etfry 

"  head, 

"  But  fills  the  vaft  vacuity  with  lead  !-— 
"  Yet  ere  for  OPPOSITION  we  prepare, 
<*  And  fight    the  GLORIOUS  CAUSE  of  HEADS  of 

"  HAIR, 

"  Methinks  'twould  be  but  decent  to  petition^ 
w  And  tell   the  K- g,  with  frmnefsy  o.ur  CON- 

"  DITION  ; 

"  Soon  as  our  fad  complaint,  he  hears  us  utter, 
"  His  gracious  heart  may  melt  away  like  butter  j 
«-e  Fair  MERCY  mine  amidfl  our  gloomy  houfe, 
,fi<  And  anger'd  M Y  forget   the  LOUSE." 


AS 


£\S  many  people  perfift  in  their  incredulity  with 
refpect  to  the  attack  made  by  the  Barbers  on 
the  Heads  of  the  harmlefs  Cooks,  I  {hall  exhibit 
a  Lift  of  the  unhappy  fufferers : — it  is  the  Palace 
Lift,  and  therefore  as  authentic  as  the  Gazette. 

A  true  Lift    of  the  Shaved  at   Buckingham  Houfe. 

Two  Mafter  Cooks  Two  Soil-Carriers 

Three  Yeomen    ditto  Two  Door-Keepers 

Four  Grooms  Eight  Boys 

Three  Children  Five  Paftry  People 

Two  Mafter  Scourers  Eight  Silver  Scullery 
Six  under  Scourers  for  laughing  at  the 

Six  Turnbroaches  Cooks. 

In  all  fifty-one. — A  young  man,  named  John  Bear, 
would  not  fubmit,  and  loft  his  place. 
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HEROI-  COMIC  POEM. 
CANTO  n, 


"—j^aafo  cib  Incepto."  HORACE, 

'*  As  it  was  in  the  ttginning,  u  now,  and  ever  Jkatt  be,  World 
without  End." 
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ARGUMENT. 

INVOCATION  /*  the  Mufes- , Degeneracy  of 
modern  Poets — The  ragged  Stale  of  the  Ladies  of 
Parnaffiis — Sad  Csndition  of  Bards — Praife  of  Mr. 
Wefts  great  Pifture  of  King  Alexander  and  the  Stag 
—More  Invocation  to  the  Mufes — The  Tricks  ofthofe 
Ladies — Their  Impofttions  on  Poets  and  Poetejfes — A 
Compliment  to  King  George  and  Dr.  Herfchell  on  their 
Intimacy  ivith  the  Moon,  and  important  Difccvcrics 
in  that  Planet — Invocation  to  Apollo- —Invocation  to 
Conference — Truth  and  FalfeJjood,  their  &'/K£//0;«v-«~ 
More  Invocation  to  Conference — The  Praife  of  Royal 
Oeconomy  and  a  Hanoverian  College— Addrefs  to  GoU 
tingen — More  Invocation  to  Conference — Mr.  Ha/lings' s 
Bulfe,  Mrs.  Haftings's  Bed  and  Cradle  properly  treated 
—More  Words  to  Confcience  over  the  late  Mr.  Torke 
and  Lord  Clive — Addrefs  to  Fame-~~A  Requcjl  to  the 
aforefaid  Gentlewoman,  in/grueling  her  hciv  to  difpcfc 
of  feme  of  her  Trumpets— Defcription  of  her  Pfeudo- 
Votaries — The  Bard  blujhing  for  the  Quantity  of  Li- 
vocation — Procejfion  of  his  Epic  Poem — Madam  Sivcl- 
lenberg  defcribed  with  a  Plate  of  Ham — Account  of 
her  Birth,  Parentage,  and  Education  — Account  of 
Pride — Madam  Swellcnberg* s  Vifit  to  the  King — His 
P  2  Majc/lff 
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Majeftfs  moft  gracious  Speech — Madam  Swellenb  erg's 
Anfwer — Addrefs  to  readers  on  Ladies  /wearing-— 
Sir  Francis  Drake,  the  Steward  of  the  Houfehold, 
defcribed — not  to  be  confounded  with  ihe  famous  Sir 
Francis  Drake,  who  died  near  300  Tears  ago — The 
Perquifites  of  the  prefent  Sir  Francis — Dejcripiion  of 
the  Dining  Room  belonging  to  the  Cooks  at  Bucking- 
ham-Houfe  —  The  entertainment  and  Utenfds  of  this 
Room—Dixon,  the  Cook-Major's  Speech — Story  of  a 
Nabob  and  a  Beggar — Cook-Major  Dixon's  Speech 
in  continuance — Speech  of  another  Cock — The  Cooks 
in  the  Dumps— *•  The  Cook- Major's  Rejoinder  to  the 
Cook's  Speech — A  very  fenfible  Speech  — •  Conclu/ion 
with  a  beautiful  Simile— The  Petition  of  the  Cooks* 
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CANTO     II. 

IN  YMPHS    of  the  facred  fount,  around  whofe 

brink 

Bards  rufh  in  droves,  like  cart  horfes   to  drink; 
Did  their  dark  beards  amidfl  your  ftreams  fo  clear, 
And  whilft  they  gulp  it,   \vi(h  it  ale  or  beer  ; 
Far  more  delighted  to  pofiefs,  I  ween, 
Old  Calvert's  brewhoufe  for  their  Hippocrene  ; 
And  bled  with  beef,  their  ghoftly  forms  to  fill, 
Make  Dolly's  chophoufe  their  Aonian  hill, 
More  pleas'd  to  hear  knives,  forks,  in  concert  join, 
Than  all  the  tinkling  cymbals  of  the  NINE, 

Affift 


C   w»  1 

•    • 

Affilt  me — ye   who  themes  fublime  purfue, 

With  fcarce  a  fhift,  a  flocking,  or  a  fhoe, 
Such  pow'r  have  fatires,  epigrams,  and  odes, 
As  make  ev'n  bankrupts  of  the  born  of  gods 
As  well  as  mortal  bards,  who  oft  bewail 
Their  unfuccefsful   madrigals   in  jail, 
Where  penn'd,  like  haplefs  cuckows,  in  a  cage, 
The  ragged    warblers  pour  their  tuneful  rage ; 
Deck  the  damp  wall  with  verfe  of  various   quality, 
And.  from  the  prifons,  mount  to  immortality. 

Ah  !  tell  me,  where  is  now  thy  blufh,   O  SHAME! 
Shall  bards  thro5  jails  explore  the  road  to  Fame ; 
Like   fouls   of  Papifh  in  their  way  to  glory, 
Doom'd  at    the  half-way  houfe,  call'd   Purgatory, 
To  burn,  before  they  reach  the  realms  of  light, 
Like  old  tobacco  pipes,  from  black  to  white  ? 
Yet  let   me  fay  again,  that  pow'rful  rhyme 
Ha^h  lifted  poets  to  a  ftate  fublime  j 
To  lofty  pili'ries   rais'd  their   facred  ears 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  marvelling  compeers, 
Whole    eggs,   potatoes,  turnips,  and  their  tops, 
Paid  iiying  homage  to  their  tuneful  chops  : 
Bleft  State !  that  gives  each  fair  exalted  mien. 
To  grace  in  print  each  monthly  magazine  j 
And  deck  the  (hops  with  fweet  engravings  dreft, 
'Midft  angels,  finners,  faints  of  Mr.  WEET  ; 

Where 
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Where  brave  King  ALEXANDER  and  the  DEER, 
A  noble,  buftlirig  hodge-podge  fhall  appear 
From  that  fam'd  *  pidture  which  our  wonder  drew. 
And  pour'd  its  brazen  fplendors  on  the  view; 
Bright  as  the  pictures  that  with  glorious  glare, 
On  penthoufe  high,  in  Picadilly   flare, 
Where    lions  feem  to  roar,  and  tygers  growl, 
Hyenas  whine,  and  wolves  in  concert  howl; 
And  by  their  goggling  eyes  and  furious  grin, 
Inform  what  ihaggy   devils  lodge  within. 

Ye   NYMPHS  who,  fond  of  fun*  full  many  a 

time, 

Mount  on  a  jack-afs  many  it  child  of  rhyme, 
And   make  him   think,   aftride  his  braying  hack. 
He  moves   fublime  on  Pegafus's  back : 
Ye  MUSES,  oft  by  brainlefs  poets  fought 
To  bid  the  ftanza  chime  and  fwell  with  thought ; 
Who,    whelping    for  OBLIVION,  fain  would  fave 
Their  whining  puppies  from  the  fullen  wave; 
Aflift  me ! — ye  who  vifit  towns  and  hovels, 
To  teach   our  girls   in  bibs  to  eke  out  novels, 
And   treat  with  fcorn  (far  nobler  knowledge  ftudy* 

ing) 
The  humble  art  of  making  pye  or  pudding: 

*  A  whole  acre  of  canvafs  fo  daub'cl  by  colour  as  to  give 
it  the  appearance  of  a  brafs  foundery. 

Who 


Who  make  our  Sapphos  of  their  verfes  vain, 
And   fancy  all  ParnarTus  in  their  brain ; 
And  'midfl:  the  buftle   of  their  lucubrations, 
Take  downright  madnefs  for  your  infpirations ; 
Charrn'd  with  the  cadence  of  a  lucky  line, 
Who  take  a  rapture  equal,  GEORGE,  to  thine ; 
When   Weft  at  DATCHET,  thro'  thy  HERSHELL'? 

glafs, 

That,  brings  from  diftant  worlds  a  horfe,  an  afs, 
A  tree,  a  windmill,  to  the  curious  eye, 
Shirts,  {lockings,  blankets,  that  on  hedges  dry  j 
Thine   eyes,  at  evenings  late  and  mornings  foon> 
Unfated  feaft  on  wonders  in   the  moon ; 
Where  Herfchell  on  volcanos,  mountains,  pores, 
And  happy  Nature's   true  fublime  explores  ; 
Whilft  thou  fo  modeft  (wonderful  to  tell !) 
On  LUNAR   trifles  art   content  to  dwell, 
Flies,  gralkhoppers,  grubs,  cobwebs,  cuckow  fpittle, 
In    fhort,  delighted  with  the  world  of  little^ 
Which  Weft   fhall   paint,    and   grave    Sir   Jofeph 

Banks 

Receive  from  thy   hiftoric  mouth  with  thanks; 
Then  bid  the    vermin  on  their  journals  *  crawl,    . 
Hop,  jump,  and  flutter,  to  amufe  us  all. 

And  thou,  great  PATRON  f  of  the  double  quill, 
That  flays  by  rhiine,  and  murders  by  a  pill, 

*  Of  the  Royal  Society.  -f   Apollo. 

A  pretty 
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A  pretty  kind  of  double-barrel'd  gun, 
More  giv'n  to  tragedy  than  comic  fu'n: 
Aufpicious   PATRON  of    the  paunch,  and  backs 
Of  thofe  all-daring  rafcals   chriften'd  quacks, 
To  whom  our  purfe  and  lives    are  legal  plunder, 
Who,  hawk-like,  keep  the  human  fpecies  under : 

GOD    of  thofe  gentlemen  of   gingling  .brains, 
Who,  for  their  own  amufement,  print  their  (trains, 

0  aid,  as    lofty  Homer  fays,  my  nous, 

To  fmg  fublime  the  Monarch  and  the  Loufe  1 

NYMPHS,  PHOEBUS,  in   my//y?  heroic   chapter 

1  mould  have  pray'd  for  crumbs  of  tuneful  rapture  : 
Thus  to  forget  my  friends  was  not  fo  clever  j 
But,  fays  the  proverb,    "  better  late  than  never.11 

Well  I  fmce  I'm  in  the  invocation  trade, 
To  Conscience  let  my  compliments  be  paid 

CONSCIENCE,  a  terrifying  little  fprite, 
That,  bat-like,  winks  by  day  and  wakes  by  night ; 
Hunts   through  the  heart's    dark  holes  each  lurk- 
ing vice, 

As  fharp  as  weafels  hunting  eggs  or  mice ; — 
Who,  when  the  iight'nings  flam,  and  thunders  crack, 
Makes  our  hair  briflle  like  a  hedge-hog's  back  -, 

Skakes, 
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Shakes,  ague-like,  our  hearts  with  wild  commotion  j 
Uplifts  our  faint-like  eyes  with  dread  devotion : 
Bids  the  poor  trembling  tongue  make  terms  with 

Heav'n, 

And  promife  miracles  to  be  forgiv'n : 
Bids  fpe&res  rife,  not  very  like  the  Graces, 
With  gogling  eyes,  black  beards,  and  Tyburn  faces  j 
With  fcenes  of  fires  of  glowing  brimfione  fcares, 
Spits,  forks,  and  proper  culinary  wares 
For  reading,  broiling,  frying,  fricaifeeing, 
The  SOUL,  that  fad  offending  little  Being: 
That  ftubborn  fluff  of  falamander  make, 
Proof  to  the  fury  of  the  burning  lake. 

O  CONSCIENCE  !   thoii  ftrait  jacket  of  the  fouf, 
The  madding  fallies  of  the  bard  control ; 
Who,  when  inclin'd,  like  brother  bards,  to  lie, 
Bring  TRUTH'S  neglefted  form  before  his  eye, 
Fair  MAID  !  to  towns  and  courts  a  ftranger  grown, 
And  now  to  rural  fwains  almoft  unknown, 
Whofe  company  was  once  their  prudent  choice ; 
Who  once  delighted,  liftenM  to  her  voice  ; 
When  in  their  hearts  the  gentler  pafiion  ftrove, 
And  CONSTANCY  went  hand  in  hand  with  LOVJE. 
Sweet  TRUTH,  who  (teals  thro'  lonely  fliades  along, 
/  nd  mingles  with  the  turtle's  note  her  fong  j 
Whilft  FALSEHOOD,  rais'd  by  fycophantic  tricks!, 
Uijbjuming  flaunts  it  in  a  coach  and  fix. 

CON- 


CONSCIENCE^  who  bid'ft  our  Monarch  from  the 

nation, 

Send  fons  to  Gottingen  for  education, 
Since  haplefs  CAM  and  Isis,  loft  to  knowledge, 
Are  idiots  to  this  Hanoverian  college, 
Where  fimple  Science  beams  with  orient  ray; 
The  great,  the  glorious  ATHENS  of  the  day! 
So  fays  the  RULER  of  us  Englifh  fools, 
Who  cannot  judge  like  him  of  WISDOM'S  fchools. 

Dear  attic  Gottingen!   to  thee  I  bow, 
Of  Knowledge,  O  moft  wonderful  milch  cow ! 
From  whom  huge  pails  the  royal  boys  mall  bring, 

And  give,  we  hope,  a  little  to  the 

Through  Thee,  befides  the  knowledge  they  may  reap, 
The  lads  mail  get  their  board  and  lodging  cheap ; 
And  learn,  like  their  good  parents,  to  Aibfift 
Within  the  limits  of  the  Civil  Lift ; 
Who  feldom  bid  a  Minifter  implore 
A  little  farther  pittance  for  the  poor. 

CONSCIENCE!  who  to  the  wonder  of  his  SIRE, 
Bad'ft  from  his  wonted  ftate  a  PRINCE  retire, 
And,  like  a  fubjeft,  humbly  feek  a  made, 
That  not  a  tradefinan  might  remain  unpaid : 
An  action  that  the  foul  of  ENVY  flings — 
A  deed  unmention'd  in  the  book  of  KINGS  : 
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CONSCIENCE:    who  mad'ii  a  Monarch   by   thy 

pow'r, 

Send  prisoner  the  fam'd  *  Di'mond  to  the  Tow'r  j 
'io  witchingly  that  look'd  him  in  the  face, 
And  impudently  fought  to  bribe  his  GRACE  : 
Where  too  the  cradle  and  the  bed  fhall  reft, 
That  on  the  fame  damn'd  errand  left  the  Eafl — 
Thus  full  of  gems  and  pearls,  the  treas'nous  tribe, 
And  beds  and  cradles  that  would  MONARCHS  bribe ! 

CONSCIENCE  !   who  mak'H  our  King  (how  very 

flrange !) 

Keep  a  fair  drawer  of  half-pence  to  give  change : 
Refolv'd  (To  ftricUy  in  his  dealings  truej 
That  none  (hall  keep  from  C^SAR,  CAESAR'S  due. 

, 
CONSCIENCE  !  who  now  can'ft,  like  a  cart-horTe, 

draw, 

Now  lifelcfs,  finking,  fcarcely  lift  a  $raw  : 
So  different  are  thy  powers  at  difFrent  times, 
Thou  dear  companion  of  the  man  of  rhymes ! 
Thou  i   wuo  at  times  can'ft  like  a  lion  roar 
For  one  poor  fixpence,  yet,  like  NORTH,  can'ft  fnore, 
'I'ho*  rapine,  murder,  try  to  ope  thine  eyes, 
And  raging  Hell  with  all  his  horrors  rife : 

*   Sue!*  Is  ds  florv  «f  tlie  late  fly-  Balfc  that  ilole  into  St- 

Tame&'s- 

Whofe 
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Whofe  eye  on  petty  frauds  can  fiercely  name, 
Yet  wink  at  full-blown  crimes  that  blqft  a  name. 

O  CONSCIENCE  !  who  didft  bid  to  madnefs  work, 
(So  great  thy  powY)  the  brain  of  haplefs  YORKF, 
And  mad'ft  him  cut  from  ear  to  ear  his  throat, 
That  lucklefs  fpoil'd  his  patriotic  note ; 
Yet  wanted'fl  ftrength  to  force  from  his  hard  eye 
One  drop — who  help'd  him  to  yon  ipangled  Iky  ; 
Whofe  damned  pray'rs,  feign'd  tears,  and  tongue  of 

art, 

Won  on  the  weaknefs  of  his  honeft  heart! 
Poor  YoRKfc  !  without  a  flone,  whofe  reliques  lie, 
Tho'  VIRTUE  mark'd  the  murder  with  a  figh ! 

O  CONSCIENCE  !   who  to  CLIVE  did'ft  give  the 

knife 

That,  defp'rate  plunging,  took  his  forfeit  life ; 
Who,  lawlefs  plund'rer,  in  his  wild  career, 
Whelm'd   ASIA'S   eye  with  woe,   and  heart  with 

fear; 
Whofe  wheels  on  carnage  roll'd,  and  drench'd  with 

blood, 

From  gafping  Nature  forc'd  the  blufhing  flood ; 
Whilfl  HAVOC K,  panting  with  triumphant  breath, 
Nerv'd  his  red  arm,  and  hail'd  the  hills  of  death. 
And  now  to  thee,  O  lovely  FAME,  I  bend ; ' 
Let  all  thy  trumpets  this  great  work  commend  : 

Give 


Give  one  a  piece  to  all  the  learn'd  Reviews, 
And  bid  them  found  the  labours  of  the  Mufe  : 
Give  to  the  magazines  a  trumpet  each, 
And  let  the  fwelling  note  to  doomfday  reach  : 
To  daily  newfpapers  a  trumpet  give  : 
fhus  mall  my  epic  drain  for  ever  live  : 
Thus  mail  my  book  defcend  to  diftant  times, 
And  rapt  pofterity  refound  my  rhymes. 
By  future  BEAUTIES  (hall  each  tome  be  preft, 
?  like  their  Japdogs,  live  a  parlour  gueft. 


Thee,  deareft  FAME,  fome  mercenaries  hail, 
Merely  to  gain  their  labours  a  good  fale  ; 
Or  rife  to  fair  preferment  by  thy  tongue, 
Tho'  deaf  as  adders  to  thy  charms  of  fong  : 
Jufl  as  the  hypocrite^  fay  pray'rs,  ling  pfalms, 
Beftow  upon  the  blind,  and  cripple,  alms  ; 
Yield  glory  to  the  POW'R  who  rules  above, 
Not  from  a  principle  of  heav'nly  love, 
But,  fneaking  rafcals,  to  obtain  —  rwhen  dead<—i 
A  comfortable  lodging  over  head, 
When  forc'd  by  age,  or  doctors,  or  their  fpoufes, 
The  vagrants  quit  their  fublunary  houfes. 

With  tirefome  invocation  having  done, 
At  length  our  glorious  Epic  may  go  on  — 
Lo!    Madam  SWELLKNBK  RO,  inclin'd  to  cram^ 
Was  wond'rous  bufy  o'er  a  plate  of  ham  :  . 

A  ham 


A  ham  that  once  adorn'd  a  German  pig, 
Rough  as  a  bear,  and  as  a  jack-afs  big ; 
In  woods  of  Weftphaly  by  hunters  fmitten, 
And  fent  a  prefent  to  the  Queen  of  Britain. 

But  ere  we  farther  march,  ye  Mufes,  fay 
Somewhat  of  Madam  SWELLENBERG,  I  pray : 
If  antient  poets  mention  but  a  horfe, 
We  read  his  genealogy  of  courfe : 
O  fay,  fhall  horfes  boaft  the  deathlefs  line, 
And  o'er  a  Lady's  lineage  fleep  the  Nine  ? 

By  virtue  of  her  father  and  her  mother, 
This  woman  faw  the  light  without  much  pother ; 
That  is — no  grand  commotions  fhook  our  earth — 
Apollo  danc'd  no  hornpipe  at  her  birth, 
To  fay  to  what  perfection  fhe  was  born : 
What  wit,  what  wifdom  fhould  the  nymph  adorn : 
No  bees  around  her  lips  in  clutters  hung, 
To  tell  the  future  fweetnefs  of  her  tongue : 
Around  her  cradle  perch'd  no  cooing  dove, 
To  mark  the  foul  of  innocence  and  love : 
No  fmiling  Cupids  round  her  cradle  play'd, 
To  mow  the  future  conquefls  of  the  maid ; 
Whofe. charms  would  make  the  jealous  fex  her  foes, 
And  with  their  light'nings  blaft  a  thoufand  bcaus. 
Indeed,  the  Mufe  mud  own  a  trifling  pother 
Sprung  up  between  the  father  and  the  mother ; 

For, 
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For,  after  taking  methods  how  to  gain  her, 
They  knew  not  how  the  devil  to  maintain  her. 

Heav'ns !    what  no  prodigy  attend  her  birth, 
Who  awes  the  greateft  palace  upon  earth  ? 
YesJ — a  black  cat  around  the  bantling  fquaxvTd, 
Join'd  its  young  cries,  and  all  the  houfe  appall'd, 
Now  here,  n6w  there,  he  fprung  with  vifage  wild, 
And  made  a  bold  attempt  to  kifs  the  child : 
Bats  pour'd  in  hideous  hofts  into  the  room, 
And,  imp-like?  flitting,  form'd  a  fudden  gloom  j 
Then  to  the  cradle  ruftj'd  £he  dark'ning  throng, 
And  raptur'd  fhriek'd  congratulating  fong ; 
With  fong,  in  concert  with  the  fquawls  of  pufs, 
Seem'd,  in  plain  German,  "  Thou  art  one  of  us.'1 
In  Strelitz  firft  this  dame  the  light  efpy'd, 
Born  to  a  good  inheritance  of  pride ; 
For  howe'er  paradoxical  it  be, 
PRIDE  pigs  with  people  of  a  low  degree, 
As  well  as  with  your  folks  of  fortune,  ftruts ; 
Like  rats  that  live  in  palaces  or  hutsj 
Or  bugs,  an  animal  of  pompous  gait, 
That  dwell  in  beds  of  draw,  or  beds  of  ftate ; 
Or  mcnkies  vile,  whofe  tooth  inglorious  grapples, 
Now  with  Ananas,  now  with  rotten  apples. 
HailjPROTEUsPRiDE,  whofe  various  pow'rs  of  throat 
Can  fwcll  the  trumpet's  loud  and  faucy  npte  j 
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And  if  a  meaner  air  can  ferve  thy  turn, 

In  panting,  quiv'ring  founds  of  Jews  harps,  mourn ! 

Hail,  PRIDE,  companion  of  the  great  and  little', 

So  abjett  who  can'ft  lick  a  patron's  fpittle; 

Whine  like  a  fneaking  puppy  at  his  door, 

And  turn  the  hind  part  of  thy  wig  before  j 

Nay,  if  he  orders,  turn  it  infide  out, 

And  wear  it,  Merry  Andrew  like,  about ; 

Heed  not  the  grinning  world  a  fingle  rufh, 

But  bear  its  pointed  fcorn,  without  a  blufh. 

Yet  fain  wou'dft  thou  the  crouching  Vorld  beflride, 

Juft  like  the  R'HODIAN  BULLY  o'er  the  tide  j    ... 

The  brazen  wonder  of  the  world  of  yore, 

That  proudly  ftretch'd  his  legs  from  more  to  mote, 

And  faw  of  Greece  the  loftiefl  navy  travel, 

In  dread  fubmiffion,  underneath  his  navel. 


So  much  for  Pride — great,  little,  humble,  vain  ; 
And  now  for  Madam  SWELLENBERG  again. 


O1" 


Whether  the  Nymph  could  ever  boafl  a  grace, 
That  deign'd  to  pay  a  vifit  to  her  face, 
The  MUSE  is  ignorant,  me  muil  allow ; 
Yet-  knows  this  truth,  that  not  one  fparkles  now  : 
If  ever  beauties,  in  delight  excelling, 
Charm'd  on  her  cheek,  they  long  have  left  their 


dwelling. 


This 
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This  Nymph,  a  mantuamaker,  was,  I  ween, 
"And  priz'd  for  cheapnefs  by  our  faving  Queen, 
Who  (where's  the  mighty  harm  of  loving  money) 
Brought  her  to  this  fair  land  of  milk  and  honey, 

And  plac'd  her  in  a  mod  important  fphere 

INSI^ECTRESS  GENERAL  of  the  Royal  geer. 
Soon  as  this  woman  heard  the  Loufe's  tale, 
At  once  me  turn'd,  like  walls  of  plafler,  pale. 
But  fir  ft  the  ham  of  Wcftphaly  (lie  gobbled, 
And  then  to  feek  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED,  hobbled. 
HIM  full  of  wrath,  like  Peleus*  fon  of  yore, 

When  Agamemnon  took  away  his  wh , 

In  all  the  bitternefs  of  wrath,  me  found ; 
The  Queen  and  Royal  children  flaring  round. 

"  O  Swclly"  thus  the  madden'd  Monarch  roar'd, 
Whiift  wild  impatience  wing'd  the  rapid  word  ; 
For  lo!    \hsjblemn  Monarch,  of  graceful  fpeech, 

The  KING  long  fince  had  bid  to  kifs  his  b ch. 

The  broken  language  that  his  mouth  affords 
Are  heads  and  tails,  and  legs  and  wings,  of  words, 
That  give  imagination's  laughing  eye 
A  lively  picture  of  a  giblet  pye. 

'  "  O  SwclJy,  Swel/y"  cry'd  the  furious  King, 
<:  What!    what  a  dirty,  filthy,  nafly  thing! 
<e  That  thus  you  come  to  eafe  my  angry  mind, 
««  Indeed  is  very,  very,  very,  very  kind. 

"What's 
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"  What's  your  opinion,  has  r"  the  Monarch  rav'd— 
*e  Yes,  yes,  the  cooks  (hall  ev'ry  one  be  mav'd  — 
"  What  !    what  !    hse  !   hse  !    now  tell  me,  Swelly, 

"  pray— 
"  Shan't  I  be  right  in't  -  What  !  what  !    S-weHy, 

"  hse? 

Yes,  yes,  Pm  fure  on't,  by  the  Loufe's  looks, 
That  he  belong'd  to  fome-one  of  the  cooks  — 
Speak,  Swelly;  (han't  we  {have  each  filthy  jowl  ?-— 
6  Yes,  yes,  and  that  we  will,  upon  my  foul." 


To  whom  the  DAME,  with  elevated  chin, 
Wide  flaring  eyes,  and  broad"  contemptuous  grin : 

"  Yes,  fure  as  dat  my  foul  is  to  be  fav'd, 
"  So  fure  de  dirty  rafcals  fal  be  fhav'd — 
"  Shav'd  to  de  quick  be  ev'ry  moder's  fon—    - 
"  And  curfe  me  if  /  do  not  fee  it  done : 
"  De  barbars  foon  der  nafly  locks  fall  fall  on, 
"  Nor  leave  one  {landing  for  a  Loufe  to  crawl  on. 
"  If  on  der  {kulls  de  razor  do  not  mine, 
"  May  gowns  and  petticoats  no  more  be  mine — 
"  Curls,  clubs,  and  pigtails,-  all  fall  go  to  pot 
"  For  fum  curs'd  naflinefs,  or  I'll  be  rot ; 
"  Or  elfe  to  Strelitz  let  me  quickly  fly 
"  Dat  dunghill,  dat  poor  pighoufe  to  de  eye ; 

Q  2  «  Where 


'•  \Yl.crc  iroin  his  own  mock  trone  de  Prince  fo 

«  great, 

*'  Can  jomp  into  anoder  Prince  eftate — 
"  Yes,  .by  de  Got  dat  made  dis  cart  and  me, 
"  No  (ingle  loufy  rafcal  fal  go  free." 

Reader,  thou  raifeft  both  thy  marv'ling  eyes, 
In  all  the  {taring  wildnefs  of  furprife ; 
As  if  the  poet  did  not  truth  revere, 
And  fancied  gentlewomen  could  not  fwear  : 
Go,  fool,  and  feek  the  ladies  of  the  mud, 
Queens  of  the  lakes,  or  damfels  of  the  flood : 
Nymphs,  Nereids,  or  what  vulgar  tongues  call  drabs, 
Who  vend  at  Billingfgate  their  fpiats  and  crabs ; 
Tell  .them  their  fifli  ail  (link,  and  thou  wilt  hear 
Whether  that  gentlewomen  ever  fwear : 
Nay,  vifit  many  of  our  courtly  dames, 
When  wrath  their  dove-like  gentlenefs  inflames  ; 
Lo!    thou  fhalt  find,  by  many  a  naughty  word, 
They  ufe  finall  ceremony  \vith  the  Lord, 
In  fpite  of  all  that  godly  books  contain, 
That  teach  them  not  to  take  his  name  in  vain. 
"  Thanks,    Swelly,    thanks,    thanks,  thanks,"   the 

KING  replied, 

**  Like  me,  you  have  not  got  a  grain  of  pride. 
"  Yes,  yes,  if  I  am  Mailer  of  this  houfe  ; 
"  Yes,  yes,  the  locks  fliall  fall,  and  then  the  Loufe." 

He 


-   He  fpoke — and  to  confirm  the  dreadful  doom, 
His  head  he  fhook,  that  fhook  the  dining  room. 
Thus  JOVE  of  old,  the  dread,  the  THUND'RING  GOD, 
Shook,  when  he  fwore,  OLYMPUS  with  his  nod. 

"  Yes,  (cry'd  the  KING) — Yes,  yes,  their  curls 

'  "  mall  quake ; 

*'  But  tell  me,  where,  where,  where's  Sir  FRANCIS 
"  DRAKE?" 

•O,  Reader,  think  not  'twas  that  DRAKE,  Sir 

FRANCIS, 

Whofe  wondrous  aclions  feem  almoft  romances ; 
Who  fhone  in  fenfe  profound,  and  bloodied  wars, 
And  rais'd  the  Nation's  glory  to  the  ftars  : 
Who  firft  in  triumph  fail'd  around  the  world, 
And  vengeance  on  the  foes  of  Britain  hurl'd : 
But  HE  who  fculks  around  the  Royal  kitchen, 
Which,  if  he  catch  a  neighbour's  dog  or  bitch  in, 
Lets  fly,  to  ftrike  the  four-legg'd  mumper  dead, 
A  poker,  or  a  cleaver,  at  his  head. 
Not  that  Sir  FRANCIS  DRAKE  who,  god-like,  bore 
Fair  Freedom,  Science  to  th'  Atlantic  more : 
To  Pagans  gave  the  Gofpel's  faving  grace, 
And  planted  Virtue  'midft  a  barb'rous  race ; 
Spread  on  the  darken'd  realms  the  blaze  of  light — 
But  he  who  fees  the  fpoons  arid  plates  are  bright ; 

Sees 
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Sees  that  the  knives  before  the  King  and  Queen, 
Are,  like  the  pair  of  Royal  ftomachs,  keen  : 
Not  he,  whofe  martial  frown  whole  kingdoms  fhook, 
But  he  whofe  lowering  vifage  fhakes  a  cook : 
Not  he  who  pour'd  on  Mexico  his  tars, 
But  he,  at  London,  who  with  linen  wars  : 
Napkins  and  damafk  table-cloths  affails 
With  fciffars,  razors,  knives,  and  teeth  and  nails ; 
"Who  dares  with  Doylies  defp'rate  war  to  wage, 
Such  is  his  province  and  domeftic  rage, 
If,  like  his  predeceifors,  he  hath  grace, 
And  calls  his  conquefts,  perquifites  of  place-*— 
'Twas  not  that  DRAKE  who  bid  his  daring  crew 
Run  with  their  bayonets  the  Spaniards  through  j 
But  that  important  DRAKE,  in  office  big, 
Inftru&ing  cooks  to  fpit  a  goofe  or  pig : 
Not  he  who  took  the  Spaniards  by  the  nofe, 
And  prifons  fill'd  with  Britain's  gracelefs  foes  ; 
But  he  who  bids  the  geefe,  his  pris'ners  die, 
And  fluffs  their  legs  and  gizzards  in  a  pie : 
He  who,  three  times  a  week,  a  green-cloth  Lord, 
Sits,  Wifdom-fraught,  at  that  important  board 
"With  wife  compeers,  in  Judge-like  order,  ftudying, 
Whether  the  KING  fhail  have  a  tart  or  pudding. 
'Twas  this  Sir  FRANCIS,  quite  a  diff'rent  man 
From  him  who  round  the  world  with  glory  ran : 
Forbid  it,  Ileay'n!    that  e'er  the  MUSE  untrue 
Should  give  to  any  inan,  another's  due. 

MUSE, 
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MUSE,  leave  we  now  the  Monarch,- vengeance  • 

brewing, 
To  take  a  peep  at  what  the  cooks  were  doing. 

In  that  *  fnug  room,  the  fcene  of  fhrewd  re-^ 

mark, 

Whofe  window  flares  upon  the  faunt'ring  paik ; 
Where  many  a  hungry  bard,  and  gambling  finner, 
In  chop-fall*  n  fadnefs,  count  the  trees  for  dinner : 
In  that  fnug  room  where  any  man  of  fpunk 
Would  find  it  a  hard  matter  to  get  -{-  drunk ; 
Where  coy  Tokay  ne'er  feels  a  cook's  embraces, 
Nor  Port  nor  Claret  mow  their  rofy  faces ; 
But  where  old  Adam's  beverage  flows  with  pride, 
From  wide-mouth'd  pitchers,  in  a  plenteous  tide  ; 
Where   veal,   pork,  mutton,  beef,   and  fowl   and 

fifli, 

All  club  their  joints  to  make  one  handfome  difli  i 
Where  ftew-pan  covers  ferve  for  plates,  I  ween, 
And  knives  and  forks  and  fpopns  are  never  feen : 
Where  pepper  ififues  from  a  paper  bag, 
And  for  a  crewet  ftands  a  brandy  cag : 
Where  Madam  SWELLENBERG  too  often  fits 
Like  fome  old  tabby  in  her  moufing  fits, 

*  The  Larder. 

f  This  will  be  deemed  ftrange  by  my  country  readers — but  it 
•:•;  neverthelefs  true. 

Demurely 


Demurely  fquinting  with  majeftic  mien, 

To  catch  fome  fault  to  carry  to  the  QUEEN  : 

In" that  fnug  room,  like  thofe  immortal  Greeks, 
Of  whom,  in  book  the  thirteenth,  OVID  fpeaks — 
Around  the  table,  all  with  fulky  looks, 
Like  culprits  doom'd  to  Tyburn,  fat  the  Cooks : 
At  length  with  phiz  that  fhow'd  the  man  of  woes, 
The  forrowing  King  of  fpits  and  flewpans  rofe ; 
Like  PAUL  at  Athens,  very  juftly  fainted, 
And  by  the  charming  brufh  of  Raphael  painted, 
With  outflretch'd  hands,  and  energetic  grace, 
He  fearlefs  thus  harangues  the  ROASTING  RACE  ; 
Whilft  gaping  round,  in  mute  attention  fit 
The  poor  forlorn  difciples  of  the  fpit. 
"  Cooks}  fcullions,  hear  me  ev'ry  mother's  fon — 
"  Know  that  I  relilh  not  this  Royal  fun  : 
<:  GEORGE  thinks  us  fcarcely  fit  ('tis  very  clear) 
"  To  carry  guts,  my  brethren,  to  a  bear." 
tc  Guts  to  a  bear :"    the  cook  upfpringing,  cry'd — • 
"  Guts  to  a  bear,"  the  Major  loud  replied. 
*e  Guts  to  the  devil,"  roai'd  the  cooks  again, 
And  tofs'd  their  nofes  high  in  proud  difdain : 
The  plain   tranilation  of  whofe  pointed  nofes 
The  reader  needeth  not,  the  bard  fuppofes : 
But  if  the  reafcn  fome  dull  reader  looks, 
'Tis  this — whatever  Kings    may  think  of  cooks, 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er  crown'd  heads  may  deem  them  low-born 

things  ; 

Cooks  are  pofiefs'd  of  fouls  as  well  as  Kings, 
Yet  are  there  fome  who  think  (but  what  a  fhame !  j 
Poor  people's  fouls  like  pence  of  Birmingham, 
Adulterated  brafs — bafe  ftuff — abhorr'd— 
That  never  can  pafs  current  with  the   LORD; 
And   think,  becaufe  of  wealth  they  boafl  a  (tore, 
With  ev'ry  freedom  they  may  treat  the  poor  : 
Witnefs  the  ilory  that  my  Mufe,  with  tears, 
Relates    O  Reader,  to  thy  fhrinking  ears. 
With  feeble  voice  and  deep  defponding  fighs, 
With  fallow  cheek  and  pity-afking  eyes, 
A  wretch  by  age  and  poverty  decay 'd, 
For   farthings  lately  to  a  NABOB  pray'd  : 
The  NABOB,  turkey-like,  began  to  fwell, 
And  damn'd  the  beggar  to  the  pit  of  hell. 
"  Oh !  Sir,"  the  Supplicant  was  heard  to  cry, 
(The  tear  of  mis'ry  trickling  from  his  eyej 
<J  Tho*  I'm  in  rags,  and  wondrous,  wondrous  poor, 
"  And  you  with  gold  and  filver  cover'd  o'er, 
"  There    won't,    in   heav'n    fuch    difference   take 

"  place, 

<£  When  we  before  the  LORD  come  face  to  face. 
"  Tou  face  to  face  with  me?"  the  Nabob  cry'd, 
In  all  the  infolence  of  tipftart  pride : 

"  Tou 
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*c  Toil  face  to  face  with  me,  you  dog,  appear? 
*6  Damme  I'll  kick  you,  if  I  catch  you  there." 
Oh,  mocking  blafphemy  !  oh,  horrid  fpeech ! 
Where  was  the  fellow  born  ?   the  wicked  wretch ! 
So  black  an  imp  would  pull,  I  do  fuppofe, 
A  bulfe  of  di'monds   from  a  BEGUM'S  nofe; 
Or  make,  like  DOULAH,  carelefs  of  his  foul, 
A  new  edition  of  the  old  Black  Hole. 

"  What's  life,"  the  Major  faid,    "  my  brethren, 

"  pray, 

<c  If  force  mufl  match  our  firft  delights  away? 
"  Relentlefs  mall  the  Royal   mandate  drag 
"  The  hairs  that  long  have  grac'd  this  filken  bag? 
"  Hairs  to  a  barber  fcarcely  worth  a  fig, 
"  Too   few  to  make   a  foretop  for  a  wig 
"  Muft  razors  vile  thefe  locks  fo  fcanty  mave, 
*6  Locks  that  I  with  to  carry  to  my  grave ; 
"  Hairs,  look,  my   lads,  fo  wonderfully  thin — 
"  Old  SWELLENBERG  hath  more  upon  her  chin  ?'•' 
"  Yes,    that   me    hath,    (exclaim'd   a   Cookj   by 

"  G-d, 

"  A  damn'd   old  German  good-for-nothing  toad. 
"  Yes,  yes,  her  mouth  with   beard  divinely  brif- 

"  ties — 

**  Curfe   me,   I'd  rather  kifs  a   bunch  of  thiftles. 
"  Oh !    \vere  it-  but  His  Majefty's  commands 
"  To  -give  her  gentle  jawbones  to  thefe  hands^ 

"  I'd 


"  I'd  fhave  her,  like  a  punifli'd  foldier,  dry — 
"  No   killing  fow  fhould  make  a  fweeter  cry- — 
"  I'd  pay   my  compliments  to  madam's  chin — 
"  I'll  anfwer  for't  I'd  make  the  devil  grin — 
"  The  razor  mod  delicioufly  mould  work — 
"  I'd  trim  her  muzzle — yes,  I'd  fcrape  her  pork — 
Cc  I'd  teach  her  to  fome   purpofe  to  behave, 
"  And  mow  the   witch   the  nature  of  a  fhave— 
"  O  !  woman,   woman!  whether  lean  or   fat, 
"  In   face  an  angel,  but  in   foul  a   cat" 

He  ended — when   each  mouth  upon  the  llretch, 
Crown'd  with  a  loud  horfe-laugh  the  claffic  fpeech. 

Too   foon,  alas !  refentment  feiz'd  the  hour, 
And  JOKE  refign'd  his   grin-provoking  pow'r; 
RAGE   dimm'd  of  mirth  the  fudden  funny  fky, 
And  fill'd  with   gloomy   oaths  each  fcowing  eye : 
Whilft  GRIEF    returning  took  her  turn  to  reign, 
Sunk  every  heart,  and  fadden'd  ev'ry   mien: 
Drew  from  their  giddy  heights  the  laughing  graces — 
For  much  is  grief  difpos'd  to  bring  down  faces. 

"  Son  of  the  fpit,"  the  Major,  ftrutting,  cry'd, 
*e  I  like  thy  fpirit,    and  revere  thy  pride  : 
"  I'd   rather  hear  thee  than  a  Bifhop  preach, 
"  For  thou  haft  made   a  very  pretty  fpeech. 

"  Such 
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"  Such  is  the  language  that  the  gods  fhould  hear, 
44  And  fuch  fhould  thunder  on  the  Royal  ear. 
"  Yet,    fon  of  dripping,    tho*    thou  fpeak'll    my 

"  notions, 

44  We  muft  not  be  too  nimble  in  our  motions — 
*'  Awhile,   heroic  brothers,  let  us  halt ; 
44  Soft  fires,  the  proverb  tells  us,  make  good  malt, 
'"  And  yet   again  I  bid  you  (land  like    rocks, 
"  And  battle  for  the  honour  of  your  locks. 
"  Lo !  in  thefe  aged  hairs  is  all  my  joy— 
"  To  (have  them,  is   my  Being  to  deftroy. 
44  What's   life,  if  life  has  not  a  blifs  to  give — 
44  And  if  unhappy,  who  would  wifh  to  live  ? 
"  CONTENT  can  vifit  the  poor  fpider'd  room, 
44  Pleas'd  with   the   coarfe   rufh  mat  and  birchen 

64  broom ; 

<4  Where  parents,  children,  feaft  on  oaten  bread, 
44  With  cheeks  as-  round  as  apples,  and  as  red ; 
4C  Where  health    with   vigour   nerves  their  backs 

44  and  hams, 

44  Sweet  fouls,  tho'  ragged  as  young  colts  or  rams ; 
"  Where  calmly  fleep  the  parents  with  their  dar- 

44  lings, 

44  Tho'  nibbled  by  the  fleas  as  thick  as  darlings ; 
44  Lull'd  to  their  reft,  beneath  the  coarfefl  rugs, 
;<  Dead  to  the  bitings  of  a  thoufand  bugs. 

"  CONTENT, 


"  CONTENT,    mild    maid!     delights    in  fimple 

"  things, 

"  And  envies  not  the  ftate  of  Queens  or  Kings : 
M  Can  dine  on  fheep's  head,  or  a  difh  of  broth, 
"  Without  a  table,  or  a  table  cloth; 
"  Nor  wifhes  with  the  fafliionable  groupe, 
"  To  vifit  HORTON'S  mop  for  turtle  foupe : 
"  Can  life  a  bit  of  packthread  for  a  jack, 
"  And  fit  upon  a  chair  without  a  back: 
"  Nay,  wanting  knives,  can  with  her  ringers  work, 
"  And  ufe  a  wooden  fhewer  for  a  fork. 
"  Sweet  maid !    who   thinks  not  fhoes  of  leather 

"  mocking, 

"  Nor  feels  the  horrors  in  a  worded  flocking : 
"  Her  temper  mild,  no  huckaback  can  mock, 
"  Tho'  for  her  lovely  limbs  it  forms  a  fmock: 
"  Pleas'd  with  the  nat'ral  curls  her  face  that  made, 
"  No  graves  are  robb'd  for  hair  to  make  a  braid : 
"  Her  breaft  of  native  plumpnefs  ne'er  afpires 
"  To  fwelling  merry  thoughts  of  gauze  and  wires, 
"  To  look  like  crops  of  ducks,  (with  labour  born) 
"  Stretch'd  by  a  fuperfluity  of  corn. 
"  With  Nature's  hips,  me  fighs  not  for  cork  rumps, 
"  And  fcorns  the  pride  of  pinching  (lays  or  jumps  ; 
"  But  pleas'd  from  whalebone  prifons  to  efcape, 
*f  She  trufts  to  flmple  nature  for  a  fhape  j 
"  Without  a  warming-pun  can  go  to  bed — 
"  And  wrap  her  petticoat  about   her  head ; 

"  Nor 
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Nor  .figh.  for  cobweb  caps  of  Mecklin  lace, 
That  fhade  of  quality  the  varnifh'd  face : 
Sweet  nymph,   like  doves,  me  feeks  her  ftraw- 

"  built  neft, 

"  And  in  a  pair  of  minutes  is  •undreft ; 
"  Whilft  all  the  fajhionable  female   clans, 
"  Undreflmg,  feem  unloading  caravans. 
"  No    matter    from   what    fource    Contentment . 

"  fprings 

"  'Tis  jufl  the   fame  in  Cooks  as  'tis  in  Kings ; 
"  And   if  our  fouls  are  fet  upon  our  hair, 
"  Let  fnip-fnap  barbers,  nay,  let  Kings,  beware, 
"  Nor    tempt    the   dangerous   rage   of  true   John 

"  Bulls, 

"  And  clap,  like  fools,  the  edge  tool  to  our  fkulls. 
"  Tread  on  a  worm,  he  mows  his  rage  and  pain, 
"  By  turning  on  the  wounding  toe  again : 

"  Nay,  ev'n  inanimates  appear  to  feel 

"  On  the  loofe  ftone,  if  chance  diredt  your  heel, 
"  Lo  !  from  its  womb   the  ludden  ftream  afcends, 
"  To  prove  the  foot  was  not  among  its  friends  ; 
"  And  calling  in  the  aid  of  neighbour  mud, 
"  O'er    the  fair  flocking  fpouts  the  fable  flood." 

So  fpoke  the  Major,  with  refentment  fir'd — 
Spoke  like  a  man — indeed  like   man  :n(pir'd! 
Some  critic  cries,  with  fharp  faflidious  look, 
*c  Bard,  bard,  this  is  not  language  for  a  cook." — 

"  O  fnarler ! 
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"  O  fnarler !  but  I'll  lay  thee  any  wsger, 
"  It  is  not  too  fublime  for  a  Cook  Major." — 

"  Behold !  to  remedy  our  fad  condition," 
The  Major  cry'd,    "  I've  cook'd  up  a  Petition : 
"  This  carries  weight  with  it,  or  I'm  miftaken : 
"  Shall  fhake   the  Monarch's    foul,   and  fave  our 

"  bacon"— 

Then  jumping  on  a  barrel,  thus  aloud 
He   read  fonorous  to  the  gaping  croud. 

Thus  reads  a  parifli  clerk  in  church  a  brief, 
That  begs  for  burnt-out  wretches  kind  relief- 
Relief,  alas!    that  very  rarely  reaches 
The  poor  petitioners,  the  ruin'd   wretches  : 
But   (loft  its  way)  unfortunately  fleers 
To  fat   churchwardens  and  fat  overfeers ; 
Improves  each  dim,  augments  the  punch  and  ale, 
And  adds   new  fpirit  to  the  fmutty  tale. 
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THE 


PETITION    OF    THE    COOKS. 


Y 


OUR    Majefty's    firm    friends   and    faithful 

cooks, 

Who   in  your  Palace  merry  liv'd  as  grigs, 
Have  heard,    with    heavy    hearts    and    down-cad 

looks, 

That  we  muft  all  be  fhavM,  and  put  on  wigs : 
You,  SIRE,  wbo  vfithfacb  honour  wear  your  Crown, 
Should  never  bring  on  ours  difgraces  down. 

Dread  Sir !   we  really  deem  our  heads  our  own, 
With  ev'ry  fprig  of  hair  that  on  them  fprings — 

In   France,   where   men,   like    fpaniels,    lick    the 

Throne, 
And  count  it  glory  to  be  cuff'd  by  Kings, 

Their  locks  "belong  unto  the    Grand  Monarque, 

Vvrho   fwallows  privileges  like  a  mark. 

Be  pleas 'd  to  pardon  what  we  now  advance — 
We  dare  your  facred  Majefty  amire, 

That  there's  a  difference  'twixt  us  and  France  ; 
And  longi  we  hope,  that  difference  will  endure. 

We 


We  know  KINO  LEW' is  wou'd,  with  powej  f0 

dread, 
Not  only  cut  the  hair  off,  but  the  torf, 

Oh !    tell  us,  Sir,  in  loyalty  fo  true, 

What  dire  defigning  faggamuffins  faid,  , 

That  we  your  Cooks  are  fuch  a  nafty  crew, 

Great  Sir !   as  to  have  crawlers  in  our  head  ? 
My   Liege,   you   can't   find   one   through   all  our 

houfe — 
Not  if  you'd  give  a  guinea  for  a  loufe. 

What  cteature  'twas  you  found  upon  your  plate 
We  know  not — 'if  a  loufe,  it  was  not  ours       •• 

To  fhave  each  Cook's  poor  unoffending  pate, 
Betrays  too  much  of  arbitrary  povv'rs — - 

The  aft  humanity  and  juflice  fh?cks — 

Let  him  who  owns  the  crawler  lofe  his  locks* 

But  grant  upon  youf  plate  this  loufe  fo  dread, 
How  can  you  fay,  Sir,  it  belongs  to  us  ? 

Maggots  are  found  in  many  a  princely  head  j 
And  if  a  maggot,  why  then  not  a  loufe  ? 

Nay,  grant  the  faft — with  horror  mould  you  fhrink? 

It  could  not  eat  your  Majefly,  we  think* 

R  Hunger, 
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Hunger,  my  Liege,  hath  oft  been  felt  by  Kings, 
As  well  as  people  of  inferior  Jiate — 

Quarrels  with  Cooks  are  therefore  dangerous  things, 
We  cannot  anfwer  for  your  ftomach's  fate : 

For  by  your  fize  \ve  frankly  muft  declare — 

You  feed  on  more  fubftantial  fluff  than  air. 

My  Liege,  a  Univerfe1  hath  been  your  foes : 
The  times  have  look'd  moft  miferably  black — • 

America  hath  trfd  to  pull  your  nofe- — 
French,  Dutch,  and  Spaniards,  try 'd  to  bang  your 
back: 

'Twottld  be  a  ferious  matter,  we  can  tell  ye, 

Ware-  we  to  buccaneer  it  on  your  belly. 

You  fee  the  fpirit  of  your  Cooks  then,  Sire — • 
Etelermiir'd  no .-  ly  to  fupport  their  locks  : 

And  mould  your  guards  be  order'd  out  to  fire, 
Their  guns  may  be  oppos'd  by  fpits  and  crocks : 

Knives,  forks,  and-  fpoons,  msy  flyj  with  plates  a 
(lore, 

And  ail  the  thunder  of  the  kitchen  roar. 

Nat.  Gardner,  Yeoman  of  the  mouth,  declares 
He'll  join  the  ftandard  of  your  injur'd  cooks — 

Fach  fcullion,  turnbroche,  for  redrefs  prepares, 
And  puts  on  very  formidable  looks : 

Your 


Young  women  loo — imprimis  Mrs.  Dyer, 
Whofe  eggs  are  good  as  ever  felt  a  fire : 

Next  Sweeper-general  Bickley,  Mrs.  Mary, 

With  that  fam'd  bell-ringer  call'd  Mrs.  Loman—* 

Ann  Spencer,  guardian  of  the  Neceflary — 
That  is  to  fay,  the  neceflary  woman-^ — - 

All  thefe,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  fo  fierce  determine 

To  join  us  in  the  caufe  of  hair  and  vermine. 

There's  Miftrefs  Stewart—Mr.  Richard  Day, 
Who  find  your  Sacred  Majefty  in  linen — 

Are  ready  to  fupport  us  in  our  fray—- 
You can't  conceive  the  pailion  they  have  been  in— 

They  fwear  fo  much  your  fcheme  of  (having  hurts, 

You  (han't  have  pocket-handkerchiefs  or  fhirts. 

The  grocers,  Clarke  and  Taylor,  curfe  the  fcheme, 
And  fay  whateer  we  do,  the  world  wont  blame  us  \ 

So  Comber  fays,  who  gives  you  milk  and  cream— 
And  thus  your  old  friend,  Mr.  Lewis  Ramus, 

We  think  your  facred  Majefty  would  mutter 

At  lofs  of  fugar,  milk,  and  cream,  and  butter. 

Suppofe,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  that  Miftrefs  Knutton 
And  Miftrefs  Maifhfield,  fierce  as  tyger  cats  ; 

One  Overfeer  of  all  the  beef  and  mutton, 
The  other  Lady  Prefident  of  fprats — 

R  2  Suppole 
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Suppofe  ra  oppofition  to  your  wifli, 
This  locks  away  the  ikfli,  and  that  the  rlfh  ? 

Suppofe '  Jo bn  Clarke  refufe  fupplies  of  mu(lardy 
So  necelfary  to  your  beef  and  bacon  ? 

Will  Roberts  all  the  apple  pie  and  cuitard, 

Your  Majefly  would  growl,  or  we're  miftaken- — 

Suppofe  that  Wells-,  a  ftubborn  temper,  ftudying, 

Should  take  the  plums  off  from  the  Sunday  pudding  ? 

Suppofe  that  Qaiiisfortlr -with  our  corps  unites?-— 
We  mean  the  man  who  air  the  tallow  handles — 

Suppofe  he  daring  locks  up  all  the  lights — 
Haw  could  your  Majefly  contrive  for  candles  ? 

You'd  be  (excufe  the  freedom  of  remark  j 

Like  fame.  Adminift rations— ia  the  dark. 

We  dare  afllire  you  that  our  grief  is  great—' 
And  oft  indeed  our  feelings  it  enrages, 

To  fte  your  facred  Majefty  befct 

By  fuch  a  gracclefs  gang  of  idle  pages — 

And  with  fubiniffion  to  your  judgment,  Sire, 

We  think  old  Madam  SWELLENBSRG  a.  lyar. 

Suppofe,  GREAT  SIR,  that  by  your  cruel  fat, 
The  barbers  fhould  attack  our  humble  head, 

And  that  we  mould  not  chide  to  breed  a  riot, 
Becaufe  we  might  not  wiih  to  lofe  our  bread  ; 

Say, 
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Say,  would  the  triumph  o'er  each  harmlefs  Cook 
Make  GEORGE  THE  THIRD  like  ALEXANDER  look- 


Dread  Sir,  refleft  on  JOHNN-Y  WI^KES'S  fate. 
Supported  chiefly  by  a  paltry  rabble — 

WILKES  bade  defiance  to  your  frowns  and  ftate3 
And  got  the  better  in  that  famous  fquabble  : 

Poor  was  the  victory  you  wifli'd  to  win, 

That  fat  the  mouth  of  EUROPE  on  the  grin. 

p  KING,  our  wives  are  in  the  kitchen  roaring, 
All  ready  in  rebellion,  ready  now  to  rife — 

They  mock  our  humble  method  of  imploring, 
And  bid  us  guard  againft  a  wig-furprife : 

"  Tours  is  the  hair  (they  cry)  th*  Almighty  gave  ye, 

"  And  not  a  King  in  Chriftendom  fhould  fhave  ye," 

Lo!  on  th*  event  the  world  impatient  looks, 
And  thinks  the  joke  is  carried  much  too  far— •• 

Then  pray,  Sir,  liften  to  your  faithful  Cooks, 
Nor  in  the  Palace  breed  a  civil  war : 

Loud  roars  our  band,  and  obflinate  as  pigs, 

Cry,  "  Locks  and  liberty,  and  damn  the  wigs." 
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POETICAL     EPISTLE 


TO 


JAMES   BOSWELL,   Esq. 


BOSWELL,   Bozzy,  Bjuce,*    whatever  thy 

name, 

Thou  mighty  mark  for  anecdote  and   fame:   - 
Thou  jackall,  leading  lyon  Johnfon  forth 
To  eat  M'Pherfon  j-  'midft  his  native  North ; 
To  frighten  grave  profeflbrs  with  his  roar, 
And  make  the  Hebrides  from  fhore  to  more — 

*  Vide  Note,  page    16. 

|  The  tranflator  (but  in  Dr.  Johnfon's  opinion  the  author) 
of  the  Poem?,  attributed  to  QSSIAJU. 

All 
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All  .bail !— •  At  length,  Ambitious  Thane,  thy  rage 
To  .give  one  fpark  to  Fame's  befpangled  page 
Is  amply   gratified— a  thoufand  eyes 
Survey  thy  book  with  rapture  and  furprize ! 
Loud,  of  thy  Tour,  a  thoufand  tongues  have  fpoken, 
And  wonder'd  that  thy  bones  were  never  broken  ! 

Triumphant,   fhou   through   Time's   vaft  gulph 

malt   fail, 

The  pilot  of  our  literary  whale; 
Clofe  to  the  claflic  Rambler  malt  thou  cling, 
•Clofe  as  a  fupple  courtier  to  a  king ! 
Fate  fhall  -not  (bake  thee  off -with  all  its  .pcw'r, 
Stuck  like  a  bat,  to  fome  old  ivy'd  tow'r. 
Nay,    though   thy   Johnfon  ne'er  had  blefs'd  thy 

eyes, 

Paoli's  deeds  'had  rais'd  thee  to  the  ikies'! 
Yes !  his  board  wing  had  rais'd  thee,  (no  bad  hack) 
A  torn -tit-twittering  on  an  eagle's  back. 

THOU,  curious  fcrapmonger,  malt  live  in  fong 
When  Death  hath  ftill'd  the  rattle  of  thy  tongue ; 
Ev'n  future  babes  to  lifp  thy  name  fliall   learn, 
And  Bozzy  join  with  Wood  and  Tommy  Hearn, 
Who  drove  the  fpiders  from  much  profe  and  rhime, 
And  fnatch'd  old  (lories  from  the  jaws  of  Time. 

SWEET 
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SWEET  is  thy  page  *  I  ween,  that  doth  recite 
How  thou  and  Johnfon,  arm  and  arm,  one  night, 
March'd  through  fair  Edinburgh's  Paclolian  fhow'rs, 
While  Cloacina   bountifully  pours ; 
Thofe  gracious   fhow'rs  that  fraught  with  fragrance 

flow, 

And  gild,  like  gingerbread,  the  world  below. 
How  fvveetly  grumbled  too  was  Sam's  remark, 
"  I  fmell  you,  Matter  Bozzy,  in  the  dark." 
Alas  !  hiftorians  are  confounded  dull, 
A  dim  Boeotia  reigns   in  ev'ry  fkull ; 
Mere  beads  of  burthen,  broken-winded,  flo'.y, 
Heavy  as  dromedaries,  on  they  go ; 
Whilft   THOU,  a  Will-o'-wifp,  art  here,  art  there, 
Wild  darting  corufcations  ev'ry  where. 

WHAT  taftlelefs  mouth  can  gape,  what  eye  can 

clofe, 

What  head  can  nod  o'er  thy  enlivening  profe  ? 
To  other's  works,  the  works  of  thy  inditing 
Are  downright  di'monds  to  the  eyes  of  whiting. 
Think  not  I  flatter  thee,  my  flippant  friend : 
For  well  I  know  that  flatt'ry*  would  offend: 
Yet  honefl  praife,  I'm  fure,  thou  would'ft  not  fhun, 
Born  with  a  STOMACH  to  digeft  a  TUN  ! 
Who  can  refufe  a  fmile  that  reads  thy  prge, 
Where  furly  Sam,  enfiam'd  with   Tory  rage, 

•*  Vide  page   13, 

Naifai 
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Naflau  befcoundrels,  and  with  anger  Vig, 

Swears,    WHIGS  are    rogues,   and  ev'ry    ROGUE  a 

Whig? 

Who  will  not  too,  thy  pen's  minutia,  blefs, 
That    gives  pofterity   the   Rambler's  *  drefs  ? 
Methinks  I  -view  his  full,  plain  fuit  of  brown, 
The  large  grey  bufhy  wig  that  grac'd  his  crown, 
Black  worded  ftockings,  little  filver  buckles, 
And  fhirt  that  had  no  ruffles  for  his  knuckles. 
I  mark   the   brown   great-coat  of  cloth   he  wore, 
That  two  huge  Patagonian  pockets  bore, 
Which  Patagonians  (wond'rous  to  unfold  !) 
Would  fairly  both  his  Dictionaries  hold. 
I  fee  the  Rambler  |  on  a  large  bay  mare,, 
Jufl  like  a  Centaur  ev'ry  danger  dare, 
O;i  a  full  gallop  dafh  the  yielding  wind, 
The  colt  and  Bozzy  fcamp'ring  clofe  behind. 

OF  Lady  Lochbuy  }  with  what  glee  we  read, 
Who  offer'd  Sam  for  breakfaft,  cold  Iheep's  head ; 
Who  prefs'd  and  worried  by  this  dame  fo  civil, 
Wifti'd  the  fheep's  head  and  woman's  at  the  devil. 

I  SEE    you.  failing  both  in  Buchan's  §  pot — 
Now  {terming  an  old  woman  jj  and  her  cot, 

*  Vide  p.  9.  f  P.  376.  ±  P.  429. 

§  P.  104.  u  P.  i43. 

Who 
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Who  terrify'd   at  each  tremendous  fhape? 

Beem'd  you  two  demons   ready  for  a  rape. 

I  fee  all  marv'ling  at  M'Leod's  together, 

On  Sam's  remarks  *  on  whey,  and  tanning  leather  ~, 

At  Corrichatachin's  f ,  the  Lord  knows  how, 

i  fee  thee,  Bozzy,  drunk  as  David's  fow, 

And  begging,  with  rais'd  eyes  and  lengthen'd  chin, 

Heav'n  not  to  damn  thee  for  the  deadly  fin. 

I  fee  too,  the  ftern  moralift  regale, 

And  pen  a  Latin  ode  to  Mrs.  Thrale.  { 

I  fee,  without  a  night-cap  on  his  head, 

Rare  fight !    bald  Sam  in  the  Pretender's  j|  bed. 

I  hear  ("what's  wonderful !)  unfought  by  ftudying, 

His  claiTic  differ tation  upon  pudding.  *  * 

Of  PROVOST  JOPP,  f  f  I  mark  the  marv'ling  face, 

Who  gave  the  RAMBLER.'S  freedom  with  a  grace. 

I  fee  tooy  trav'ling  from  the  ISLE  OF  EGG,  J{ 

The  humble  fervant  §  ^  ofahorfe's  leg; 

And  SNIP,  the  taylor,  from  the  ISLE  of  MUCK,  (||| 

Who  ditched  in  SKY  with  tolerable  luck. 

I  feen  the  horn  that  drunkards  mud  adore; 

The  horn,  the  mighty  horn  of  Rorie  More ;  ^f 


**  P.  440. 


*  P.  299.  ft  P.  36. 

fP-3'7.  ft  P.  275. 

t  P.  1  1-.  $$  A  Blackfmith. 

li  P-  *i<5.  I!  II'  P.  2-75- 
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And   bloody  mields  that  guarded  hearts  in  quarrels^ 
Now  guard  from  rats  the  milk  and  butter  barrels. 
Methinks,  the  Caledonian  dame  I  fee 
Familiar  fitting  on  the  RAMBLER'S  knee, 
Charming,   with  kifies   fweet,  the  chuckling  fagel 
Melting  with  fweeteft  faiiles  the  froft  of  age ; 
Like  SOL,  who  darts  at  times  a  chearful   ray 
O'er  the  wan  vifage  of  a  winter's  day. 
"  Do  it  again,  my  dear,"  (I  hear  Sam  cry) 
"  See  who  firft  tires,  my  charmer,  you  or  I" 
I  fee  thee  fluffing,  with  a  hand  uncouth, 
An  old  dry'd  whiting  in  thy  Johnfon's  mouthj 
And  lo !    I  fee,  with  all   his  might  and  main, 
Thy  Johnfon  fpit  the  whiting   out   again. 
Rare  anecdotes !  'tis  anecdotes  like  thefe, 
That  bring  thee  glory,  and  the  million  pleafe ! 
On  thefe,  (hall  future  times  delighted  flare, 
Thou  charming  haberdafher  of  fmall  ware ! 
STEWARD  and  ROBERTSON,  from  thee,  mall  learn, 
The  fimple  charms  of  HIST'RY  to  difcern : 
To  tbee,  fair  HISF'RY'S  palm,  mall  LIVY  yield, 
And  TACIT  us,  to  BOZZY,    leave   the  field! 
JOE  MILLER'S  felf,  whofe  page  fuch  fun  provokes, 
Shall  quit  his  fhroud,  to  grin  at  Bozzy's  jokes  ! 
How  are  we  all  with  rapture  touch'd,  to  fee 
Where,  when,  and  at  what  hour,  you  fwallow'd  Atf/ 
How,  once,  to  grace  this  Afiatic  treat, 
Came  haddocks,  which  the  RAMBLER  could  not  eat. 

Pleas'd, 


Pleased,  on  thy  book  thy  SOVEREIGN'S  eye-balfe 

roll, 

Who  loves  a  goflip's  dory  from  his   foul! 
Blefl  with  the  mem'ry  of  the  Perfian  king,  * 
HE,  cvry  body  knows,  and  ev'ry  thing; 
Who's  dead,  who's  married,  what  poor  girl  beguil'd,. 
Hath  loft  a  paramour,  and  found  a  child ; 
Which  gard'ner  hath  mod  cabbages  and  peas, 
And  which  old  woman  hath  moft  hives  of  bees ; 
Which  farmer  boafts  the  moft  prolific  fows, 
Cocks,  hens,  geefe,  turkies,    goats,    fheep,    bulls, 

a"nd  cows ; 

Which  barber,  bed  the  ladies  locks  can  curl ; 
Which  houfe  in  Windibr,  fells  the  fined  purl ; 
Which  CHIMNEY-SWEEP,  b&ft  beats,  in  gold  array, 
His  brufh,  and  fh'ovel,  on  the  fird  of  May : 
Whofe  dancing  dogs,  in  rigado'ons  excel; 
And  whofe  the   puppet-mew,  that  bears  the  bell ; 
Which    clever    SMITH,,    the    prettied   man-trap  f 

makes, 

To  fave  from  thieves,  the  royal  ducks  and  drakes ; 
The  Guinea  hens  and  peacocks  with  their  eggs ; 
And  eatch  his  loving  fubjects  by  the  legs. 
O!  fmce  the  PRINCE  OF  GOSSIPS,  reads  thy  book, 
To  what  high  honours  may  not  Bozzy  look  ? 

*  Xerxes. 

f  His  M y  hath  planted  a  number  of  thofe   trulty  guar- 
dians around  his  park  at  \Vindfor,  for  the  benefit  of  the  public. 

The 
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The  funfliine  of  his  fmile,    may  foon  be  thine— 
Perchance,  in  converfe  thou  may'fl  hear  him  fhine : 
Perchance,  to  ftamp  thy  merit  through  the  nation, 
He  begs  of  Johnfon's  life,  thy  Dedication  : 
Afks  queftions  *  of  thee,  O  thou  lucky  elf, 
And  kindly  anfwers  ev'ry  one,  himfelf. 
Blefl  with  the  claffic  learning  f  of  a  college, 
Our  K — -g  is  not  a  mifer  in  his  knowledge : 
Nought  in  the  ftofehoufe  of  his  brain  turns  mufty  : 
No  razor- wit,  for  want  of  ufe,  grows  rufty. 
Whate'er   his  head  fuggefls,  whate'er  he  knows. 
Free  as  election  beer  from  tubs,  it  flows  ! 
Yet,  all !  fuperior  far ! — it  boafls  the  merit 
Of  never  fuddling  people  with  the  fpirit  I 

*  Juft  after  Dr.  Johnfon  had  been  honoured  with  an  interview 
with  a  certain  great  perf&nage,  in  the  Queen's  library  at  Buck- 
ingham Houfe,  he  was  interrogated  by  a  friend  concerning  his 

reception,  and  his  opinion  of  the  r-y-1   intellect. — His  M y 

feems  to  be  pofiefTed  of  much  good  nature^  and  much   curiofity 
(replied   the  Doftor) ;  as  for  his  »-«?  it  is  far  from  contemptible. 

— His   M y  indeed   was   multifarious  in  his  queflions ;    but, 

thank  God,  he  anfwered  them  all  bimfclf. 

f  This  is  a  very  extraordinary  circumflance,  as  the  late  P 9 

D r  retained  three  parts  of  the  money  ordered  for  the  edu- 
cation of  her  childien.      The  effeSl  of  this  abfurd  conduct  was 

'foconfpicuous  in  her  daughter  M A,  that  the  letters  received 

from  her   during  her    rcfidence    at    Denmark,   were  abfolutely 
unintellitnble. 

Say 
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Say  Bozzy,  when,  to  blefs  our  anxious  fight, 
When  mall  thy  volume*  burft  the  gates  of  light? 
O,  cloath'd  in  calf,  ambitious  brat,  be  born — 
Our  kitchens,  parlours,  libraries,  adorn ! 
My  fancy's   keen  anticipating  eye, 
A  thoufand  charming   anecdotes  can  fpy: 
I  read,  I  read  of  G — ge  the  learn* d\  difplay 
On  LOUTH'S  and  WARBURTON'S  immortal  fray: 
Of  G — ge,  whofe  brain,  if  right  the  mark  I  hit, 
Forms  one  huge  Cyclopaedia  of  wit : 
That  holds  the  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  ages, 
Arid  frightens  all  his  WORKMEN  and  his  PAGES! 
O  Bozzy,  ftill  thy  tell-tale  plan  purfue : 
The  world  is  wond'rous  fond  of  fomething  new ; 
And,  let  but  SCANDAL'S  breath  embalm  the  page, 
It  lives  a  welcome  guejl  from  age  to  age. 
Not  only  fay  who  breathes  an  arrant  knave, 
But   who  hath  meak'd  a  rafcal  to  his  grave: 
Make  o'er  his  turf  (in  VIRTUE'S  caufej  a  rout? 
And,  like  a  d-mrfd  good  Chrijlian^  pull  him  out. 
Without  a  fear,  on  families^  harangue, 
Say  who  mall  lofe  their  ears,  and  who  mail  hang  j 

*  The  life  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

•}•  His  M y's  commentary  on  that  quarrel,  In  which  the 

BISHOP  and  the  DOCTOR,  pelted  one  the  other  with  dirt  fe 
gracefully,  will  be  a  treafure  to  the  lovers  of  literature  !  Mr.  B. 
hath  as  good  as  promifed  it  to  the  PUBLIC,  and  we  hope,  means 
to  keep  his  word. 

3  Publifh 
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Publilh  the  demireps,  and  punks — nay  more, 
Declare  what  virtuous  wife  will  be  a  wh-re. 
Thy  brilliant  brain,  conjecture,  can  fupply, 
To  charm  through  ev'ry  leaf,  the  eager  eye. 
The  BLUE  STOCKING  *  fociety  defcribe, 
And  give  thy  comment  on  each  joke,  and  gibe : 
Tell  what  the  women  are,  their  wit,  their  quality, 
And  dip  them  in  thy  ftreams  of  immortality  ! 

Let  Lord  M'DONALD  threat  thy  breech  to  kick,f 
And  o'er  thy  fhrinking  moulders  make  his  flick : 
Treat  with  contempt,  the  menace  of  this  Lord, 
'Tis  HIST'RY'S  province,  Bozzy,  to  record. 
rl  hough  WILKES  abufe  thy  brain,  that  airy  mil/, 
And  iwear  poor  JOHNSON  murtber'd  by  thy  quill ; 
What's  that  to  thee  ?   Why  let  the  victim  bleed — 
Thy  end  is  anfwer'd,  if  the  Nation  read. 
The  fiddling  Knight,  J  and  tuneful  Mrs.  Thrale, 
Who  frequent  hcbb'd  or  nobb'd  with  Sam,  in  ale, 

*  A  club  moflly  compofed  of  learned  ladies,  to  which  Mr.  13. 
•vvas  admitted. 

f  A  letter  of  fevere  remonflrance  was  fent  to  Mr.  B.  who,  in 
confequence,  omitted,  in  the  fecond  edition  of  his  Journal,  what 
is  fo  generally  pleafing  to  the  public,  viz.  the  fcan dalous  paffages 
relative  to  this  nobleman. 

|  Sir  John  Hawkins,  who  (as  well  as  Mrs.  Thrale,  now  Ma- 
dam Piozzi)  threatens  us  with  the  life  of  the  late  lexicogra- 
pher. 

Snatch 
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Snatch  up  the  pen  (as  third  of  fame  infpires,!) 

To  write  his  jokes  and  Jhries  by  their  fires : 

Then  why  not  TH.GU,  each  joke  and  tale  enroll, 

Who  like  a  watchful  cat,  before  a  hole, 

Full  twenty  years  (inflam'd  with  letter'd  pride) 

Did'ft  moufmg  fit  before  SAM?S  mouth  fo  wide, 

To  catch  as  many  fcraps  as  thou  wert  able — 

A  very  LAZ'RUS  at  the  RICH  MAN'S  table? 

What,  tho'  againft  thee  PORTERS  §  bounce  the  door, 

And  bid  thee  hunt  for  fecrets  there  no  more, 

With  pen  and  ink  fo  ready  at  thy  coat, 

EXCISEMAN-LIKE,  each  fyllable  to  note, 

That  giv'n  to  PRINTERS-DEVILS,  (a  precious  load !) 

On  wings  of  PRINT,  comes  flying  all  abroad? 

Watch  then  the  venal  VALETS-— fmack  the  MAIDS, 

And  try  with  gold  to  make  them  rogues  and  jades  : 

Yet  fliould  their  honefty,  thy  bribes,  refent  \ 

Fly  to  thy  fertile  genius,  and  invent : 

Like  old  VOLTAIRE,  who  plac'd  his  greateft  glory 

In  cooking  up  an  entertaining  ftory ; 

Who  laugh'd  at  TRUTH,  whene'er  herjimple  tongue 

Would  match  amufement  from  a  tale  or  fong. 

O !   whiilt  amid  the  anecdotic  mine, 
Thou  labour'ft  hard  to  bid  thy  HERO  fliine? 

§  This  is  literally  true — Nobody  is  at  home.  Our  great  peo- 
ple want  the  tafte  to  reHfh  Mr.  Bof well's  vehicles  to  immortality, 
though  in  LONDON,  poor  Boozy  is  in  a  dtftrt. 

S    2  RUH 
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Run  to  Bolt  Court,  ||  exert  thy  CuRL-like  f  foul, 
And  fifh  for  golden  leaves  from  hole  to  hole  ; 
Find  when  he  eat  and  drank,    and  cough'd,  and 

fneez'd-r — 

Let  all  his  motions  in  thy  book  be  fqueez'd: 
On  tales,  however  Jtrange,  impofe  thy  ckw ; 
Yes,  let  thy  amber  lick  up  ev'ry  flraw: 
SAM'S  nods,  and  winks,  and  laughs,  will  form  a, 

treat  ; 
For  all  that  breathes  of  JOHNSON  rnuft  be  great ! 

Bled  be  thy  labours,  mod  adventurous  Bozzy, 
Bold  rival  of  Sir  John,  and  Dame  Piozzi ; 
Heav'ns !  with  what  laurels  mail  thy  head  be  crown'd! 
A  grove,  a  foreft,  mall  thy  ears,  furround ! 
Yes !   whilil  the  RAMBLER  mall  a  COMET  blaze, 
And  gild  a  world  of  darknefs  with  his  rays, 
THEE  too,  that  WORLD,   with  wonderment,  mall 

hail, 
A  lively,  bouncing  CRACKER  at  his  TAIL! 

1]   In  Fleet-ftreet,  where  the  Doctor  lived  and  died. 

•f  CURL  the  bookfeller  frequently  bribed  people  to  hunt  the 
temples  of  Cloacina  for  Pope's  and  Swift's  Letters. 


POST- 


POSTSCRIPT. 


Mr.  Bo  SWELL'S  Journal  hath  afforded  fuch 
univerfal  pleafure  by  the  relation  of  minute  inci- 
dents, and  the  great  Moralift's  opinion  of  men  and 
things,  during  his  northern  tour  ;  it  will  be  adding 
greatly  to  the  anecdotical  treafury,  as  well  as  mak- 
ing Mr.  B.  happy,  to  communicate  part  of  a  Dia- 
logue that  took  place  between  Dr.  Johnfon  and  the 
Author  of  this  Congratulary  Epiflle,  a  few  months 
before  the  Doftor  paid  the  great  debt  of  nature. — 
The  Doctor  was  very  chearful  that  day,  had  on  a 
black  coat  and  waiftcoat,  a  black  plufh  pair  of 
breeches,  and  black  worfted  (lockings ;  a  handfome 
grey  wig,  a  fhirt,  a  muflin  neckcloth,  a  black  pair 
of  buttons  in  his  fhirt  fleeves,  a  pair  of  fhoes,  orna- 
mented with  the  very  identical  little  buckles  that 
accompanied  the  philofopher  .to  the  Hebrides  ;  his 
nails  were  very  neatly  pared,  and  his  beard  frefh 
ihaved  by  a  razor  fabricated  by  the  ingenious  Mr. 
Savigny. 

P.  P.   <c  Pray,  Do£tor,  what  is  your  'opinion  of 
Mr.  Bofwell's  literary  powers  ?" 

Johnfon. 
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Johnforif  "  Sir,  my  opinion  is,  that  whenever 
Bozzy  expires,  he  will  create  no  vacuum  in  the  re- 
gion of  literature — he  feeras  fbongly  affe&ed  by  the 
cacoethes  fcribendi ;  wimes  to  be  thought  a  rara  avisy 
and  in  truth  fo  he  is — your  knowledge  in  ornitho- 
logy, Sir,  will  eafily  difcover,  to  what  fpecies  of 
bird  I  allude."  Here  the  Dodor  fhook  his  head 
and  laughed. 

P.  P.  "  What  think  you,  Sir,  of  his  account 
of  Corfica  ? — Of  his  character  of  Paoli  ?" 

jfc.bnjon.  "  Sir,  he  hath  made  a  mountain  of  a 
wart.  But  Paoli  has  virtues.  The  account  is  at 
farrago  of  difgufling  egotifm  and  pompous  inanity ." 

P.  P.  "  I  have  heard  it  whifpered,  Dodor, 
that  mould  you  die  before  him,.  Mr.  B.  means  to 
write  your  life." 

Johnfon.  "  Sir,  he  cannot  mean  me  fo  irrepa- 
rable an  injury, — "Which  of  us  (hall  die  firft,  is  only 
known  to  the  Great  Difpofer  of  Events ;  but  were 
I  fure  that  James  Bofwell  would  write  my  life,  I  do 
not  know  whether  I  would  not  anticipate  the  mea- 
lure,  by  taking  his"  (Here  he  made  three  or  four 
ilrides  acrofs  the  room,  and  returned  to  his  chair 
with  violent  emotion.) 

P.P. 


P.  P.  "  I  am  afraid  that  he  means  to  do  yoi 
the  favour." 

John/on.  "  He  dares  not— he  would  make  a 
fcarecrow  of  me.  I  give  him  liberty  to  fire  his 
blunderbufs  in  his  own  face,  but  not  murther  me. 
Sir,  I  heed  not  his  «-^^  *$* — BOSWELL  write  my 
life  !  why  the  fellow  poffefles  not  abilities  for  writ- 
ing the  life  of  an  ephemeron" 


BOZZY 


BO  ZZ  Y   AND    PIOZZI; 


OR,     THE 


BRITISH    BIOGRAPHERS. 


A      PAIR     OF 


TOWN     ECLOGUES, 


-Arcadct  ambo, 


Et  cantarc  jwetj  et  refiofiderf,  parati  i 

Vuciu 


THE 


ARGUMENT. 


ON 


the  death  of  DOCTOR  JOHNSON,  a  number  of 
people,  ambitious  of  being  dijlinguiflied  from  the  mute 
part  of  their  Jpecies,  Jet  about  relating  and  printing 
Stories  and  Bon  Mots  of  this  celebrated  moralifts.— 
Amongfi  the  moft  zealous,  though  not  the  moft  enlight- 
ened, appeared  Mr.  BOSWELL  and  MADAME  PIOZZI, 
the  HERO  and  HEROINE  of  our  ECLOGUES.  They 
are  fuppofed  to  have  in  contemplation  the  LIFE  of  JOHN- 
SON ;  and  to  prove  their  biographical  abilities,  appeal 
io  SIR*  JOHN  HAWKINS  for  his  decifion  on  their  re- 
fpecJive  merits •,  by  quotations  from  their  printed  anec- 
dotes of  the  DOCTOR.  SIR  JOHN  hears  them  with 
uncommon  patience p,  and  determines  very  properly  on 
the  pretcnfions  of  the  contending  parties. 


B  O  Z  Z  Y    and    P  I  O  Z  Z  I, 

A     PAIR     OF 

TOWN     ECLOGUES. 

PART        I. 

WHEN  JOHNSON  fought  (as  Shakefpeare  fays) 

that  bourn^ 

From  whence,  alas!   no  travellers  return: 
In  humbler  Englifh,  when  the  DOCTOR  died,  • 
APOLLO  whimper 'd  and  the  MUSES  cried  ; 
PARNASSUS  mop'd  for  days,  in  bufmefs  flack, 
And  like  a  herfe,  the  hill  was  hung  with  black. 
MINERVA  lighing  for  her  fan? rite  fon, 
Pronounc'd,  with  lengthened  face  the  world  undone : 
Her  OWL  too,  hooted  in  fo  loud  a  ftile, 
That  people  might  have  heard  the  BIRD,  a  mile  : 

JOVE 


JOVE  wip'd  his  eyes  fo  red,  and  told  his 

He  ne'er  made  JOHNSON'S  equal,  in  his  life ; 

And  that  'twould  be  a  long  time  firft,  if  ever, 

His  art  could  form  a  fellow  half  fo  clever : 

VENUS,  of  all  the  little  Loves,  the  DAM, 

With  all  the  GRACES,  fobb'd  for  BROTHER  SAM  : 

Such  were  the  heav'nly  howlings  for  his  death, 

As  if  DAME  NATURE  had  refign'd  her  breath. 

Nor  lefs  fonorous  was  the  grief,  I  ween, 

Amidft  the  natives  of  our  earthly  fcene : 

From  beggars,   to  the   GREAT   who  hold  the 

helm, 

One  yohnfo-mania^  rag'd  through  all  the  realm ! 
"  Who,  (cried  the  world)  can  match  his  profe  or 

rhime  ? 

O'er  wits  of  modern  days,  he  tow'rs  fublime  ! 
An  OAK,  wide  fpreading  o'er  the  fhrubs  below, 
That  round  his  roots,  with  puny  foliage,  blow  : 
A  PYRAMID,  amidft  fome  barren  wade, 
That  frowns  o'er  huts  the  fport  of  ev'ry  blail : 
A  mighty  ATLAS,  whofe  afpiring  head, 
O'er  diftant  regions,  cafts  an  awful  made. 
By  KINGS  and  vagabonds,  his  tales  are  told, 
And  ev'ry  fentence  glows  a  grain  of  gold! 
Bieft!   WHO  his  philofophic  phiz  can  take9 
Catch  ev'n  his  weakneffes — his  NODDLE'S  Jhake9 
The  lengthen'd  lip  of  fcorn,  the  forehead's  fcowl, ... 
TUe  low'ring  eye's  contempt,  and  bear-like  growl. 

In 


In  vain,  the  CRITI9S  vent  their  toothlefs  rage! 
Mere  fprats,  that  venture,  war  with  WHALES,  to 

wage : 

Unmov'd  he  (lands,  and  feels  their  force,  no  more, 
Than  fome  huge  rock  amidft  the  wat'ry  roar, 
That  calmly  bears  the  tumults  of  the  DEEP, 
And  howling  TEMPESTS,  that  as  well,  mighty?^/." 
Strong,  midil  the  RAMBLER'S  cronies,  was  the  rage 
To  fill  with  SAM'S  bon  mots,  and  tales,  the  page : 
Mere  flies,  that  buzz'd  around  his  fetting  ray, 
And  bore  a  fplcndor,  on  their  wings  away  : 
Thus  round  his  ORB,  the  pigmy  PLANETS  run, 
And  catch  their  little  luftre  from  the  SUN. 

AT   length,   rufh'd  forth  two   CANDIDATES  for 

fame 

A  SCOTCHMAN,  one;   and  one  a  LONDON  DAME  : 
That,  by  th'  emphatic  JOHNSON,  chriften'd  BOZZY; 
This,  by  the  BISHOP'S  Licence,  DAME  PIOZZI  ; 
Whofe  iv idoijf  dracms.,  by  topers  lov'd,  was  THRALE, 
Bright  in  the  annals  of  election  ale : 
A  name,  by  marriage,  that  gave  up  the  ghoft ! 
In  poor  PEDOCCHIO,  * — no! — PIOZZI,  loft! 
Each  feiz'd  with  ardor  wild,  the  grey  goofe  quill : 
Each  fat  to  work,  the  intclleftual  mill ; 

*  The  author  was  nearly  committing  a  blunder — fortunate 
i.ideed  was  his  recolle&ion  ;  as  Fedoccb'w  fignifies  in  the  Italian 
language,  that  moft  contemptible  of  all  animals,  a  LOUSE. 

That 
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That  />#:£  of  bran  fo  coarfe,  began  to  pour, 
To  one  fmall  folitary  grain  si  flour. 

FORTH  rufh'd  to  light,  their  books— -but  who 

mould  fay, 

WHICH  bore'  the  palm  of  anecdote  away  ? 
This,  to  decide,  the  RIVAL  WITS  agreed, 
Before  SIR  JOHN,  their  tales,  -and  jokes  to  read, 
And  let  the  KNIGHT'S  opinion  in  the  ftrife, 
JDeclare  the  prop'refl  pen,  to  write  SAM'S  LIFE. 
SIR  JOHN,  renown'd  for  mufical  *  palavers : 
The  PRINCE,   the  KING,   the   EMPEROR   of 

Quavers  ! 

Sharp  in  folfeggi,  as  the  marpeft  needle : 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  tweedle-tweedle. 
Of  Music's  College,  form'd  to  be  a  FELLOW, 
Fit  for  Mus  :   D.  or  MAESTRO  DE  CAPELLA ; 
Whofe  VOLUME,  tho*  it  here  and  there  offends, 
Boafts  German  merit — makes  by  bulk,  amends. 
Superior,  frowning  o'er  &ciavo  wits. 
High  plac'd  the  venerable  QUARTO  fits  ; 
And  duodecimos,  ignoble  fcum! 
'Poor  proftitutes  to  ev'ry  vulgar  thumb ! 
Whil'lt  undefil'd  by  literary  rage, 
HE  bears  a  fpotlefs  leaf  from  age  to  age. 

*  Vid.  his  Hiftory  of  Mufic. 

LIKE- 


LIKE  fcbool-boys,  lo !  before  a  two-arm'd  chair 
That  held  the  KNIGHT,  wife  judging,  flood  the  PAIR: 
Or  like  two  ponies  on  the  fporting  ground 
Prepar'd  to  gallop  when  the  DRUM  fhould  found, 
The  COUPLE  rang'd — for  vict'ry,  both  as  keen, 
As  for  a  tott'rmg-  bimoprick,  a  DEAN, 
Or  patriot  BURKE,  for  giving  glorious  baftings 
To  that  intolerable  fellow  HASTINGS. 
Thus  with  their  longs,  contended  VIRGIL/S  SWAINS, 
And  made  the  valleys  vocal  with  their  (trains, 
Before  fome  grey  beard  SWAIN,  whofe  judgment  ripe, 
Gave  goats  for  prizes,  to  the  prettieft  pipe. 

". Alternately ',  in  anecdotes,  go  on; 
But  Jlrft,  begin  you  MADAM,"  cried  SIR  JOHN  : 
The  thankful  DAME,  low  curtfied  to  the  CHAIR, 
And  thus,  for  vicYry,  panting,  read,  the  FAIR. 

MADAME     PIOZZL* 

SAM  JOHNSON  was  of  MICHAEL  JOHNSON,  bornj 
Whofe  {hop  of  books,  did  LITCHFIELD  Town  .adorn : 
Wrong-headed,  ftubborn  as  a  halter' 'd  RAM  j 
In  fhort,  the  model  of  our  HERO  SAM  : 
Inclin'd  to  madnefs  too-^-for  when  his  mop 
Fell  down,  for  want  of  cam  to  buy  a  prop ; 

*  Vid.  Piozzi's  Anecdoies,  page  3. 
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For  fear  the  thieves  might  fleal  the  'vaniflfd  flore, 
}Ie  duiy  went  each  night,  and  locked  the  doer! 

B     0    Z    Z    Y.* 

WHILST  JOHNSON  was  in  Edinburgh,  my  WIFE, 
To  pleafe  his  palate,  fludied  for  her  life  : 
With  ev'ry  rarity  flie  fillM  her  houfe, 
And  gave  the  DOCTOR,  for  his  dinner,  groufe. 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.  t 

DEAR  'DOCTOR.  JOHNSON  was  in  fize  an  ox; 
And  from  his  UNCJLE  ANDREW,  learn'd  to  box  ; 
A  MAN,  to  wreftlers,  and  to  bruifers,  dear, 
"Who  kept  the  ring  in  SMITHFIELD  a  whole  year. 

B     O     Z     Z     Y.  } 

Air  fopper,  role  a  _dialogue  on  witches, 
When  CROSBIE  faid,  there  could  not  be  fuch  b-tch-s  ; 
And  that  'twas  blafphemy  to  think  fuch  HAGS 
Could  filr  up  dorms,  and  on  their  browftick  NAGS 
Gallop  along  the  air  with  wondrous  pace, 
And  boldly  fly  In  GOD  ALMIGHTY'S  face: 


*  Bozzy'sTour,  page  J  8. 
•f-  Piozzi's  Anecdotce,  j^age  5 


But 


But  JOHNSON  anfaer'd  him,  "  there  might  be  witches,5 
Nought  prov'd  the  non-exiflence  of  the  b-tch-s." 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I.  J 

WHEN  TKR'ALE  as  nimble  as  a  boy  at  fchool, 
Jump'd,  tho' fatigu'd  with  hunting,  o'eray^o/; 
The  DOCTOR,  proud  the  fame  grand  feat,  to  do? 
His  pow'rs,  exerted,  and  jurrip'd  over  too* 
And  tho'  he  might  a  broken  back  bewail ; 
He  fcorn'd  to  be  ec/ips'd  by  Mr.  THRALE. 

B     0     Z     Z     Y.  f 

AT  ULINISH  our  friend  to  pafs  the  time, 
Regai'd  us  with  his  knowledges  fublime : 
Show'd  that  all  farts  of  learning  fill'd  his  NOB  ; 
And  that  in  butchery  he  could  bean  a  Bob. 
He  fagely  told  us  of  the  dMF 'rent  feat 
Employ'd  to  kill  the  animals  we  eat : 
An  ox,  fays  he,  in  Country  and  in  town, 
Is,  by  the  butchers,  conftantly,  knocked  down ; 
As  for  that  lefier  animal,  a  calf, 
The  knock  is  really  not  fo  itrong  by  half. 
The  bead  is  only  jlunrfd :   but  as  for  goats, 
And  fheep,  and  lambs  j  the  butchers  cut  their  throats* 

$  Page  6.  f  Page  300. 

T  2  Tho& 


Thofe  fellows  only  want  to  keep  them  quiet ; 
Not  chufmg  that  the  brutes  mould  breed  a  riot* 

MADAME     PIOZZLf 

WHEN  JOHNSON  was  a  child,  andfwallow'd  pap?, 
'Tw-as  in  his  mother's  old  maid  CATHARINE'S  lap: 
There,  whilfl  he  fat,  he  took  in  wond'rous  learning, 
For  much  his  bowels  were  for  knowledge  yearning. 
There,  heard  the  ftory,  which  we  BRITONS  brag  on. 
The  ftory  of  ST.  GEORGE,  and  eke  the  DRAGON- 

B    O     Z    Z    Y.  I 

WHEN  FOOTE,  his  leg,  by  forrie  misfortune,  broke > 
Says  /  to  JOHNSON,  'all  by  way  of  joke, 
"  SAM,  Sir,  in  PARAGRAPH,  will  foon  be  clever, 
And  take  off  PETER,  better  now,  than  ever." 
On,  which,  fays  JOHNSON,  without  hefitation^ 
GEORGE  ||  will  rejoice  at  Foote's  depeditation* 
On  which,  fays  7,  a  penetrating  elf! 
"  Dpftor,  Pm  fure,  you  coin'd  that  word,  yoitrfelf." 
On  which  he  laugh' d  ;  and  faid  I  had  divirfd  it, 
For  bona  fde ,  he  had  really  coined  it. 

•j-  Page  15.  '  %  Page  141. 

|j    George  Faulkr.er,  the  printei-   at  Dublin,    taken  off  by 
Foote  under  the  chaniSei-  of  PETER  PARAGRAPH. 

And 
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And  yet,  of  all  the  words  I've  coind,  (fays  he) 
My  Dictionary,  Sir,  contains  but  three." 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

THE  DOCTOR  faid,  in  literary  matters, 
A  Frenchman  goes  not  deep — he  only  fmatters  : 
Tlien  afk'd,  what  could  be  kop'd  for  from  the  dogs  : 
Fellows  that  liv'd  eternally  onjrcgs. 

B    O    Z    Z    Y.| 

Jn  grave  proceffion  to  St.  Lennard's  College, 
Well  ftuff'd  with  ev'ry  fort  of  ufeful  knowledge, 
V?e,Jlately  walk'd  as -loon  as  fupper  ended  : 
The  LANDLORD  and  the  WAITER  both  attended: 
The  LANDLORD  fkill'd  a  piece  of  greafe  to  handle, 
Before  us,  march'd,  and  held  a  tallow  candle: 
A  lantern,  (fome  fam'd  Scotfman  its  creator^) 
With  equal  grace,  was  carried  by  the  WAITER: 
Next  morning,  from  our  beds,  we  took  a  leap ; 
And  found  ourfelves  much  better  for  our  fleep. 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.  I 

In  Lincolnfhire,  a  lady  fhow'd  our  friend, 
A  grotto,  that  fhe  wilh'd  him  to  commend: 

t  PaSc  55-  t  Page  203. 

Quoth 


.Quoth- /he,  "  How  coo!  iv  fi'mtr>er  this  abode-! 
"  Yes,  Madam  (anfwer'd  JOHNSON;  for  a  tcad" 

B     O     Z     Z     Y.  * 

BETWEEN  old  Scalpa's  rugged  ifle  and  Rafay's, 
The  wind  was  vaftly  boift'rous  in  our  faces : 
'Twas  glorious,  JOHNSON^S  figure  to  fet  fight  on — 
High  in  the  boat,  h^  look'd  a  noble  TRITON  ! 
But  lo !  to  damp  our  pleafure,  Fate  concurs, 
For  Jo.  the  blockhead  loft  his  mailer's  fpurs  : 
This,  for  the  RAMBLER'S  temper,  was  a  rubber , 
Who  wonder'd  Jofeph  could  be  fuch  a  lubber, 

MADAME    P  I  0  Z  Z  I.  f 

I  alk'd  him,  if  he  knocked  TOM  OSBCRN  down  { -, 
As  fuch  a  tale  was  current  through  the  town — 
.Says  I,  "  Do  tell  me,  DOCTOR,  what  befell," 
"  Why,  deareft  lady,  there  is  nought  to  tell: 
I  ponder'd  on  the  prop9 reft  mo4e  to  treat  him — 
The  dog  was  impudent^  and  fo  I  beat  him  ! 
TOM,  like  a  fool,  proclaimed  his  fancied  wrongs ; 
Others  that  I  belabour* d9  held  their  tongues.'* 

*  Page  185.  f  Page  232. 

J  Bookfellcr. 

Dm 
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DID  any  one  that  he  was  happy ;  cry — 
JOHNSON  would  tell  him  plumply^  'twas  a  lie: 
A  .LADY  *  told  him  (lie  wa^.  really  fo : 
On  which,  he  flernly  anfwer'd,  MADAM,  no! 
Sickly  you  are,  and  ugly — foolifh,  poor; 
And  therefore  can't  be  happy,  I  am  fure. 
'Twould  make  a  fellow  hang  himfelf  whofe  ear, 
Were,  fro:n.fuch  creatures,  forc'dfuch  fluff  to  hear." 

B    O    Z    Z    Y.  f 

Lo!   when  we  landed  on  the  Ifie  of  MULL, 
The  megr.ims  got  into  the  DOCTOR*S  fcull : 
With  fuch  bad  humours,  he  began  to  fill, 
I  thought  he  would  not  go  to  IOOLMKILL: 
But  lo  !   thofe  megrims  (wonderful  to  utter  I) 
Were  baniuYd  all  by  tea  and  bread  and  butter ! 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.  t 

THE  DOCTOR  had  a  CAT  and  chrift'ned  HODGE, 
That  at  his  houfe  in.Fleet-ftreet  us'd  to  lodge — 
This  HODGE  grew  old,  and  fick,  and  us'd  to  wifh 
That  all  his  dinners  were  compos'd  of  Jlfh. 
To  pleafe  poor  HODGE,  the  DOCTOR  all  fo  kind, 

Went  out,  and  bought  him  oyfters  to  his  mind. 

i 

*  Page  285.  f  Page  386. 

t  Page  257. 

This 


This  every  day  he  did  —  nor  afk'd  black  FRAT:K,  *: 
Who  deem'd  himfelf  of  much  too  high  a  rank, 
XVith  vulgar  f/b-fags,  to  be  forc'd  to  chat, 
And  purchafe  qyfters,  for  a  mangy  CAT. 

SIR     JOHN. 

FOR  God's  fake  flay  each  anecdotic  fcrap: 
Let  me  draw  breath,  and  take  a  trifling  nap  : 
With  one  half  hour's  refrefhing  flumber,  bled, 
And  Heav'n's  affiftance,  I  may  hear  the  reft. 


.'l-^-'Whzt  I  have  done,  inform  me,  gracious 

Lord: 

That  thus  my  ears,  with  nonfenfe,  mould  be  bor'd  ? 
Oh  !   if  I  do  not  in  the  trial  die, 
The  JDev'l  and  all  Ms  brimflone,  I  defy: 
No  punimment  in  other  worlds,  I  fear  : 
My  crimes  will  all  be  expiated  here* 
Ah  !   ten  times  happier  was  my  lot  of  yore, 
When  rais'd  to  confequence,  that  all  adore  ; 
I  fat,  each  feflion,  king-like  in  the  chair  ; 
Aw'd  ev'ry  rank,  and  made  the  million  ftare  : 
Lord  Paramount  o'er  ev'ry  JUSTICE,  riding  : 
Jn  caufes,  with  a  Turkifh  fway,  deciding  ! 
Yes  !   like  a  noble  BASHAW  of  three  tails, 
I  fpread  a  fear  and  trembling  through  the  jails  ! 

*  Dr.  Johnfon's  fervant. 

Bkft, 


Bleft,  have  I  brow-beaten  each  thief,  and  (trumpet,. 
And  blafted  on  them,  like  the  LAST  DAY'S  trumpet. 
I  know  no  paltry  weaknefs  of  the  foul — 
No  fniv'ling  pity  dares  my  deeds  controul— - 
Amam'd,  ,the  weaknefs  of  my  KING,  I  hear ; 
Who  childifn,  drops  on  ev'ry  death  ^  *  a  tear. 
Return,  f  return  again,  thou  glorious  hour, 
That  to  my  grafp,  once  gav'fl  my  idol,  POW'R; 
When  at  my  feet,  the  humbled  knaves  would  fall  > 

The    THUNDERING    JuPITER    of  HlCKs's    HALL. 

THE  KNIGHT,  thus  finifliing  his  fpeech  fo  fair  ; 
SLEEP  pull'd  him  gently  backwards,  in  his  chair: 
Op'd.wide  the  mouth,  that  oft  on  jail-birds,  fwor^ 
Then  rais'd  his  nafal  organ  to  a  roar, 
That  actually  furpafs'd  in  tone,  and  grace, 
The  grumbled  ditties  of  his  fav'rite  BASE  {. 

*  Such  is  the  report  concerning  his  MAJESTY,  when  he  fign* 
the  warrants  for  execution  : How  unlike  the  GREAT  FREDE- 
RICK of  Pruffia,  who  delights  in  a  hanging ! 

•j-  Sir  John  wifhes  in  vain — His  hour  of  infolence  returns  no 
more. 

J  The  violoncello,  on  which  the  Knight  is  a  performer. 


BOZZY 


B  O  Z  Z  Y    and    P  I  O  Z  Z  I, 


.A      PAIR      Q 


TOWN     ECLOGUES. 


PART        II. 

iNl  OW  from  his  fleep,  the  KNIGHT,  affrighted 

fprung, 

Whilfl  on  his  ear,  the  words  of  JOHNSON  rung : 
For  lo !  in  dreams,  the  furly  RAMBLER  rofe, 
And  wildly  flaring,  feem'd  a  man  of  woes. 
Wake  HAWKINS  (growl'd  the  DOCTOR,  with  a 

frown) 

And  knock  that  fellow,  and  that  woman  down — 
Bid  them   with  JOHNSON'S  Life,  proceed  no  fur- 
ther— 
Enough  already  they  have  dealt  in  murther  : 

Say, 
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Say,  to  their  tales,  that  little  truth  belongs — 

If  fame,  they  mean  me — bid  them  hold  their  tongues. 

In  vain  at  glory,  gudgeon  Bos  WELL  maps — 
His  MIND,  a  paper'kite-r-compos'd  of  f craps  ; 
Juft  o'er  the  tops  of  chimneys^  form'd  to  fly : 
Not  with  a  iving  fublime9  to  mount  \hzjky. 
Say  to  the  dog,  his  head's  a  downright  drum, 
Unequal  to  the  Hift'ry  of  TOM  THUMB  : 
Nay — tell,  of  anecdote,  that  thirfty  leach, 
He  is  not  equal  to  a  Tyburn  Speech,  * 

For  that  Piozzfs  wife,  let  me  exhort  her 
To  draw  her  immortality,  from  porter: 
Give  up  her  anecdotical  inditing. 
And  fludy  houfewifery  inftead  of  writing: 
Bid  her,  a  poor  biography,  fufpend  j 
Not  crucify,  through  vanity,  a  friend. 
I  know  no  bufinefs  women  have  with  learning : 
I  fcorn,  I  hate,  the  mole-eyed,  half  DISCERNING  : 
Their  wit,  but  ferves  a  hufband's  heart,  to  rack  ; 
And  make  eternal  horfewhips  for  his  back. 

Tell  PETER  PINDAR,  fhould  you  chance  to  meet 

him, 
I  like  his  GENIUS — fhould  be  glad  to  greet  him — 

*  Compofed  for  the  unfortunate  brave  of  Newgate,  by  diffe- 
rent hiftorian?. 

Yet 
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Yet  let  him  know,  c  ROWN'D  HEADS  are  facred  things, 
And  bid  him  reverence  more  the  BEST  OF  KINGS;  * 
Still,  on  his  PEGASUS,  continue  jogging, 
And  give  that  BOSWELL'S  back  another  flogging. 

Such,  was  the  dream  that  wakM  the  fleepy  KNIGHTJ 
And  op'd  again  his  eyes  upon  the  light — 
Who  mindlefs  of  old  JOHNSON  and  his  frown, 
And  flern  commands  to  knock  the  couple  down', 
Refolv'd  to  keep  the  peace — and  in  a  tone 
Not  much  unlike  a  mailiff  o'er  a  bone ; 
He  grumbled,  that  enabled  by  the  nap, 
He  now  could  meet  more  biographic  fcraps: 
Then  nodding  with  a  magiftratial  air, 
To  further  anecdote,  he  call'd  the  FAIR. 

*  This  is  a  /range  and  almoft  incredible  fpeech  from  John/or?* 
mouth,  as  not  many  years  ago,  when  the  age  of  a  certain  GREAT 
FERSONAGE  became  the  fubjedl  of  debate,  the  Do&or  broke  in 
upon  the  converfation  with  the  following  queftion ,  "  Of  what 
importance  to  the  prefent  company,  is  his  age  ? — Of  what  im- 
portance would  it  have  been  to  the  world  if  he  had  never  exift- 
ed  ?"  If  we  may  judge  likewife  from  the  following  fpeech,  he 
deemed  the  prefent  POSSESSOR  of  a  certain  THRONE  as  much  s 
USURPER  as  KING  WILLTAM,  whom,  according  to  Mr.  BOS- 
WELL'S  account,  he  befcoundreh.  The  ftory  is  this — an  acquain- 
tance of  JOHNSON,  aiked  him  if  he  could  nothing.  He  replied, 
"  I  know  but  one  fong ;  and  that  is,  "  The  KING  fliall  enjoy 
bis  own  again," 

MADAME 


[,236    j 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

DEAR  DOCTOR  JOHNSON  lord  a  leg  of  pork  5 
And  hearty  on  it,  would  his  grinder's  work : 
He  lik'd  to  eat  it  fo  much  over-done, 
That  one  might  Jhake  the  flefh  from  off  the  bone. 
A  veal-pye  too  with  fugar,  cramm'd,  and  plums, 
Was  wond'rous  grateful  to  the  Doctor's  gums. 
Though  us'd,  from  morn  to  night,  on  fruit,  tojlujf; 
He  vow'd  his  belly  never  had  enough. 

B     O    Z     2     Y.  f 

One  Thurfday  morn,  did  DOCTOR  JOHNSON  wake," 
And  call  -out  "  Lanky,  Lanky,"  by  miftake — 
But  recolleding — "  Bozzy,  Bozzy,"  cried—- 
For in  contractions,  JOHNSON  took  a  pride  f 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  }. 

Whene'er1  our  friend  would  read  in  bed,  by  night/ 
POOY  Mr.  TH RALE  and  I  were  in  a  fright  ; 
For  blinking  on  his  book  too  near  the  flame, 
Lo  i  to  the  fore-top  of  his  wig,  it  came ! 
Burnt  all  the  hairs  away,  both  great  and  fmall, 
Pown  to  the  very  net-work,  nam'd  the  caul. 

*  Page  §,  .f  Page  384.  J  Page  237. 
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At  Corrachatachin's,  m  hoggifm  funk, 
I  got  with  punch,  alas!   confounded  drunk  r 
Much  was  I  vex'd,  that  I  could  not  be  quiet, 
But  like  a  ilupid  blockhead,  bred  a  riot. 
I  fcarcely  knew  how  'twas  I  reePd  to  bed  — 
tfext  morn,  I  wak'd  with  dreadful  pains  of  head  i 
And  terrors  too,  that  of  my  peace,  did  rob  me—* 
For  much  I  fear'd,  the  MORALIST  would  mob  m*. 
Bat  as  I  lay  along,  a  neavy  log, 
The  DOCTOR  ent'ring,  xialt'd  me  drunken  dog*. 
Then  up  rofe  I,  with  apoftolic  air, 
And  read  in  dame  M'Kinnon's  book  of  prayVj 
In  hopes  for  fuch  a  fin,  to  be  forgiv'n— 
And  make  if  poffible  my  peace  with  heav'n. 
'Twas  ftrangCi  that  in  that  volume  of  divinity, 
J  op'd  the  Twentieth  Sunday  after  Trinity, 
And  read  thefe  words  :  —  "  Pray  be  not  drunk  whh 

Tv-ine, 

Since  drunkennefs  doth  make  a  man  *fwine.n 
"  Alas!"   fays  I,  "  the  fmner  that  I  am!" 
And  having  made  my  fpeech,  I  took  a  dram* 
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MADAME 
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MADAME    PIOZZI.  f 

One  day,  with  fpirits  low,  and  forrow  lill'd, 
I  told  him  I  had  got  a  coufm  kill'd: 
My  dear,  quoth  he,  for  heav'n's  fake  hold  your  cant- 
ing : 

Were  all. your  coufms  kill'd,  they'd  not  be  wanting: 
Though  Death  on  each  of  them  fhould  fet  his  mark  : 
Though  ev'ry  one  were  fpitted  like  a  lark — 
Roafted,  and  giv'n  that  dog  there,  for  a  meal ; 
The  lofs  of  them,  the  world  would  never  feel — 
Truft  me,  dear  madam,  all  your  dear  relations, 
Are  nits — are  nothings  in  the 'eye  of  NATIONS. 

Again,  j  fays  I  one  day — "  I  do  believe, 
A  good  acquaintance  that  I  have,  will  grieve 
To  hear  her  FRIEND  hath  loft  a  large  eftate." — 
"  Yes"  anfwer'd  he)  "  lament  as  much,  her  fate, 
As  did  your  horfe  (I  freely  will  allow) 
To  hear  of  the  mifcarriage  of  your  cow." 

B     O    Z     Z    Y.  § 

At  Enoch  at  M'Queen's,  we  went  to  bed ; 
A  colour'd  handkerchief  wrap'd  JOHNSON'S  head  : 

f  Page  63.  $  Page  89. 

§  Page  153. 

He 


He  faid,  "  God  blefs  us  both — good  night^"— and 

then, 

/  like  a  parijh  clerk,  pronounc'd,  Amen  ! 
My  good  companion  foon  by  fleep,  was  feiz'd — * 
But  I,  by  lice  and  fleas,  was  fadly  teaz'd : 
Methought,  a  fpider  with  terrific  claws, 
Was  finding  from  the  wainfcot,  to  my  jaws : 
But  {lumber  foon  did  ev'ry  fenfe  entrap; 
And  fo  I  funk  into  the  fweeteft  nap. 

MADAME    PIOZZI.  * 

Trav'Hng  in  Wales,  at  dinner-time  we  got  o?i\ 
Where  at  LEWENY,  lives' SIR  ROBERT  COTTON* 
At  table,  our  great  MORALIST,  to  pleafe — - 
Says  I,  "  Dear  Doclor,  arn't  thofe  charming  peas  ?" 
Quoth  he,  to  contradifl,  and  run  his  rig : 
"  MADAM,  they  poffibly  might  pleafe  a  PIG." 

B     O     Z     Z     Y.  f 

Of  thatching,  well  the  DOCTOR  knew  the  art, 
And  with  his  threjhing  wifdom,  made  us  ftart. 
Defcrib'd  the  greateft  fecrets  of  the  Mint — 
And  made  folks  fancy  that  he  had  been  /«'/. 
Of  hops  and  malt,  'tis  wond'rous  what  he  knew ; 
And  well  as  any  BREWER,  he  could  brew. 

*  Page  70.  f  pagc  324* 
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MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I.  J 


In  £/?§/&  the  DOCTOR  ftrongly  did  believe  j 
And  pinn'd  his  faith  on  many  a  lyar's  fleeve  : 
He  faid  to  -DOCTOR  LAWRENCE,  "  fitre  I  am, 
I  heard  my  poor  dear  mother  call  out-  "  SAM." 
"  I'm  fure  (faid  hej  that  I  can  trull  my  ears  : 
And  yet  my  mother  had  been  dead  for  years." 

B     O    Z     Z     Y.  \ 

When  young^  ('twas  rather  filly  I  allow) 
Much  was  I  pleas'd  to  imitate  a  cow. 
One  time,  at  Drury-Lane  with  DOCTOR  BLAIR, 
My  imitations  made  the  playhoufe  flare  ! 
So  very  charming  was  I,  in  my  roar; 
That  both  the  galleries  clapfd,  and  cried  encore* 
Bled  by  the  general  plaudit,  and  the  laugh  — 
I  tried  to  be  a  JACK-ASS  and'  a  CALF  : 
But  who,  alas  !   in  all  things  can  be  great  ? 
In  fhort,  I  met  a  terrible  defeat  : 
So  vile,  I  bray'd,  and  beliow'd,  I  was  hifs'd  — 
Yet  all  who  knew  me,  wonder*  d  that  I  mifs'd. 
BLAIR  whifper'd  me,  "  You've  loft  your  credit,  now. 
Stick,  BOSWELL,  for  the  future,  to  your  cow. 

$  Page  192.  f  Page  499. 

MADAME 
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MADAME    PIOZZLf 

For  me,  in  Latin,  DOCTOR  JOHNSON  wrote 
Two  lines  upon  SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS'S  goat : 
A  GOAT  !  that  round  the  world,  fo  curious,  went — 
A  GOAT  !  that  now  eats  grafs,  that  grows  in  KENT  ! 

B     O     Z     Z    Y.  t 

To  LORD  MONBODDO  a  few  lines  I  wrote, 
And  by  the  fervant  Jofeph  fent  this  note 

"  THUS  far,  my  Lord,  from  Edinburgh  my  home, 
With  Mr.  SAMUEL  JOHNSON  I  am  come — 
This  night,  by  us,  muft  certainly  be  feen, 
The  very  handfome  town  of  ABERDEEN. 
For  thoughts  of  JOHNSON  you'll  be  not  applied  to — 
I  know  your  Lordmip  likes  him  lefs  than  /  do. 
So  near  we  are — to  part,  I  can't  tell  how, 
Without  fo  much,  as  making  you  1  BOW  : 
Befides,  the  RAMBLER  fays,  "  to  fee  MONBODD, 
He'd  wander  two  whole  miles  out  of  the  road." 
Which  mows  that  HE  admires  (whoever  rails) 
The  pen  which  proves,  that  men  are  born  with  tails : 
Hoping  that  as  to  health  your  LORDSHIP  does  well, 
I  am  your  fervant  at  command, 

JAMES  BOSWELL." 

i 

•f-  Page  70.  £  Page  yz. 

TJ  2  MADAME 
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MAD  AME    PI  O "L  Z  I.  J 

On  Mr.  THR ALE'S  old  HUNTER  JOHNSON  rode — * 
Who  with  prodigious  pride  the  bead  beftrode ; 
And  as  on  BRIGHTEN  DOWNS,  he  daftfd  away, 
Much  was  he  pleas'd  to  hear  a  fportfman  fay, 
That  at  a  chace  he  was  as  tight  a  hand 
As  e'er  an  ill-bred  lubber  in  the  land.   • 


B     O     Z     Z     Y.  f 

One  morning  JOHNSON,  on  the  Ifle  of  MULL; 
Was  of  his  politics  exceffive  full. 
Quoth  he,  "  that  PULTNEY  was  a  rogue,  'tis  plain — - 
Befides,  the  fellow  was  a  Whig  in  gram." 
Then  to  his  principles  he  gave  a  banging, 
And  fwore  no  WHIG  was  ever  worth  a  hanging. 
"  'Tis  wonderful  (fays  he)  and  makes  one  flare 
To  think  the  LIVERY  chofe  JOHN  WILKES,  LORD 

MAYOR  : 

A  dog,  of  whom  the  world  would  nurfe  no  hopes— 
Prompt  to  debauch  their  girls,  and  rob  their  mops." 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

Sir,  I  believe  that  anecdote  a  lie; 
But  grant  that  JOHNSON  faid  it — by  the  by, 

t  Page  207.  f  Page  424, 

As 
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As  WILKES  unhappily  your  friend/hip  fhar'd, 
The  dirty  anecdote  might  well  be  fpar'd. 

B     O     Z    Z     Y. 

MADAM,  I  flick  to  truth  as  much  as  you, 
And  dammee  if  the  (lory  be  not  true. 
What  you  have  faid  of  JOHNSON  and  the  /arks, 
As  much,  the  RAMBLER,  for  a  fa-vage,  marks. 
'Twas  fcandalous,  ev'n  CANDOUR  mud  allow, 
To  give  the  hift'ry  of  the  horfe  and  cow. 
What  but  an  enemy,  to  JOHNSON'S  fame 
Dar'd,  his  vile  prank  at  LITCHFIELD  PLAYHOUSE, 

name  ? 

Where,  without  ceremony,  he  thought  fit 
To  fling  the  MAN  and  CHAIR  into  the  PIT  ? 
Who  would  have  regifter'd  a  fpeech  fo  odd, 
On  the  dead  STAY-MAKER  *,  and  DOCTOR  DODD? 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

SAM  JOHNSON'S  threflimg  knowledge  and  his  thatch- 
ing, 

May  be  your  own  inimitable  hatching.  • 
Pray,  of  his  wifdom  can't  you  tell  more  news  ? 
£ould  not  he  make  ajhirt,  and  cobble  fooes  ? 

f  Piozzi's  Anecdotes,  page  5 1 ,  firft  edition. 

Knit 
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Knit  {lockings,  or  ingenious,  take  up  pitches — 
Draw  teeth,  drefs  wigs,  or  make  a  pair  of  breeches? 
You  prate  too  of  his  knowledge  of  the  MINT, 
As  if  the  RAMBLER  really  had  been  in't — 
Who  knows,  but  you  will  tell  us,  ("truth  forfaking) 
That  each  bad  failling  is  of  JOHNSON'S  making: 
His,  each  vile  fixpence  that  the  world  hath  cheated—? 
And  his  the  art,  that  ev'ry  guinea  fweated. 
About  his  brewing  knowledge  you  will  prate  too ; 
Who  fcarcely  knew  a  hop  from  a  potatoe. 
And  tho>  of  beer  he  joy'd  in  hearty  fwigs, 
I'd  pit  againft  his  tafte  my  hufband's  pigs. 

B     O     Z    Z    Y. 

How  could  your  folly  tell,  fo  void  of  truth, 
That  miferable  ftory  of  the  youth 
Who  in  your  book,  of  DOCTOR  JOHNSON,  begs 
V    Moft  ferioufly,  to  know  if  CATS  laid  eggs? 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

V\rho,  told  of  Mrs.  Montague,  the  lie- 
So  palpable  a  falfhood — Bozzy,  fie  ! 

B     0     Z     Z     Y. 

Who,  mad'ning  with  an  anecdotic  itch, 
Declar'd  that  JOHNSON  call'd  his  mother  b-tch  ? 

MADAME 
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MADAM    P  I  O  Z  Z  I, 

Who,  from  McDonald's  rage,  to  fave  his  fnout, 
Cut  twenty  lings  of  defamation  out  ? 


B     O     Z    Z     Y, 

Who,  would  have  faid  a  word  about  SAM'S  ivig  ; 
Or  told  the  flory  of  the  peas  and  pig  ? 
Who  would  have  told  a  "tale  fo  very  flat, 
Of  FRANK  the  BLACK  j    and  HODGE  the  mangy 
CAT  ? 


MADAME    PIOZZI. 

ECOD  !  you're  grown  at  once  confounded  tender-^ 
Of  DOCTOR  JOHNSON'S  fame,  a  ferce  defender. 
I'm  fure  you've  mention'd  many  a  pretty  ftory 
Not  much  redounding  to  the  DOCTOR'S  glory. 
Now,  for  a  faint  upon  us  you  would  palm,  him—  — 
jFiril  rnurtbcr  tfre  poe»r  man,  and  then  embalm  him  / 

B     O    Z    Z     Y. 

And  truly,  Madam,  JOHNSON  cannot  boaft  — 
By  your  acquaintance,  he  hath  rather^  loft. 
His  character  fo  mockingly  you  handle  — 
You've  funk  your  COMET  to  a  FARTHING  CANDLE. 

Your 
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Your  vanities  contriv'd  the  SAGE,  to  hitch  in ; 
And  brib'd  him  with  the  run  of  all  your  kitchen: 
Yet  nought,  he  better* d  by  his  elevation — 
Though,  beef,  he  won — he  loft  his  reputation. 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

One  quarter  of  your  book,  had  JOHNSON  read, 
Fift-Criticifm  had  rattled  round  your  head. 
Yet  let  my  fatire  not  too  far  purfue — • 
It  boafts  fame  merit,  give  the  Den? I  his  due. 
Where  GROCERS  and  where  PASTRY-COOKS  refide, 
Thy  book  with  triumph,  may  indulge  its  pride : 
Preach  to  the  patty-pans,  fententious  fluff — 
And  hug  that  idol   of  the  nofe,  caird'fnif/f; 
With  all  its  ftories,  cloves  and  ginger,  pleafe, 
And  pour  its  wonders  to  a  pound  of  cheefe ! 

B     O     Z     Z    Y. 

MADAM,  your  irony  is  wond'rous  fine ! 
Senfe  jn  each  thought,  and  ivit  in  ev'ry  line. 
Yet  MADAM,  when  the  leaves  of  my  poor  book, 
Vifit  the  GROCER,  or  the  PASTRY-COOK, 
Tours,  to  enjoy  of  Fame  the  juft  reward, 
May  aid  the  TRUNK-MAKER  of  PAUL'S  CHURCH- 
YARD. 

In  the  fame  ALEHOUSES,  together  us'd, 
By  the  fame  fingers,  they  may  be  amus'd : 

The 
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The  greafy  fnujfers,  yours,  perchance,  may  wife, 
And  mine,  high  honoured  light  a  TOPER'S  pipe. 
The  praife  of  COURTNEY,*  my  book's  fame,  fecures : 
Now,  who  the  devil,  Madam,  praifes  yours? 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

Thoufands,  you  blockhead— — no  one  now  can 

doubt  it, 

For  not  a  foul  in  London  is  without  it.  ' 
The  folks  were  ready,  CADELL  to  devour, 
Who  fold  the  firft  edition  in  an  hour : 
So !— COURTNEY'S  praifes   fave  you — ah! — that 

fquire 
Deals,  let  me  tell  you,  more  in  fmoke  than  fire. 


B    O    Z    Z    Y. 

Zounds !  he  has  prais'd  me  in  the  fweeteft  line— r 


#  The  lively  RATTLE  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons— indeed,  its 
MOMUS;  whofeemsto  have  been  fele&ed  by  his  conftituents, 
more  for  the  purpofes  of  laughing  at  the  misfortunes  of  his  country 
than  healing  the  wounds.  He  is  the  Author  of  a  poem  lately  pub- 
liflied,  that  endeavours  totts  •vlrlbus  to f  rove  that  DOCTOR  JOHNSON 
was  a  brute  as  well  as  a  moraltjl ! 

MADAME 
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MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

Ay  !  ay  !  the  verfe  and  fubjecl,  equal  mine, 
Few  are  the  mouths  that  COURTNEY'S  wit,  rehearfe->-» 
Mere  cork  in  politics,  and  lead  in  verfe. 

B     O    Z     Z    Y. 

Well  MA'AM  !  fmce  all  that  JOHNSON  fald  or 

wrote, 

You   hold  fo  facred — how  have  you  forgot 
To  grant  the  wonder-hunting  world,  a  reading 
Of  SAM'S  Epi/lle,  juft  before  your  wedding ; 
Beginning  thus,  (in  ftrains  not   form'd  to  flatter) 

"  MADAM, 

If  that  moft  ignominious  matter, 
Be  not  concluded" 

further,  (hall  I  fay  ? 

j^0 — your  kind  felf  may  give  it  us,  one  day — * 
And  juftify  your  paflion  for  the  JOM//J  ; 
With  all  the  charms  of  eloquence  and  -truth* 

MADAME    PIOZZI. 

What  was  my  marriage,  Sir,  to  you,  or  him  ? 
He  tell  me  what  to  do ! — a  pretty  whim ! 
He,  to  propriety,  (the  bead!)  exhort! 

As  well  might  elephants  prcfide  at  court. 

Lord! 
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Lord !  let  the  world,  to  damn  my  match,  agree— 

Tell  me,  JAMES  BOSW'ELL,  what's  that  world  to  me? 

The  folks  who  paid  refpedt  to  Mrs.'Thrale; 

Fed  on  her  pork,  poor  fouls  !  and  fwill'd  her  ale, 

May  Jlckcn    at  Piozzi,  nine  in  ten — 

Turn  up  the  nofe  of  fcorn — good  God  !  what  then? 

For  me— the  Dev'l  may  fetch  their  fouls  fo  great — <• 

They  keep  their  company — and  /  my  meat. 

When  the  poor  owls  !  (hall  beat  their  cage,  a  jail— 

7,  unconfin'd,  mail  fpread  my  peacock  tail: 

Free  as  the  birds  of  air,  enjoy  my  eafe ; 

Chitfe  my  own  food,  and  fee  what  climes,  Ipleafe. 

I  fuffer  only — if  I'm  in  the  wrong — 

So,  now,  you  prating  puppy,    hold  your    tongue. 

SIR    JOHN. 

For  fhame !  for  fhame  J    for  Heaven's  fake,  pray 

be  quiet- 
Not  BILLINGSGATE  exhibits  fuch  a  riot. 
Behold,,  for  SCANDAL,  you  have  made  a  feafl, 
And  turn'd  your  idol,  JOHNSON,  to  a  be  aft : 
'Tis  plain   that  tales  of  ghofts,  are  arrant  lies, 
Or  injlantaneou/ly,  would  JOHNSON'S  rife : 
Make  you  both  eat  your  paragraphs  fo  evil — 
And  for  your  treatment  of  him,  play  the  devil. 
Juft  like  two  Mohawks   on  the  man  you  fall — 
No  murd'rer,  is  worfe  ferv'd  at  S^RGEON'S-HALL. 

Inftead 
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Inflead  of  adding  fplendor  to  his  name, 
Your  books  are  downright  gibbets  to  his  fame, 
Of  thofe,  your  anecdotes — may  I  be  curft 
If  I  can  tell  you,  'which  of  them,  is  worJL 
You  never,  with  pqfterity  can  thrive — 
Tis  by  the  Rambler's  death  a/one,  you  live- — 
Like  wrens,    (that  in  fome  volume,  I  have  read) 
Hatch'd  by  flrange  fortune,  in  a  HORSE'S    HEAD, 
Podr  SAM  was  rather  fainting  in  his  glory — 
But  lo !  his  fame,  lies  foully  dead  before  ye. 
Thm>  to  fome  dying  man,  (  a  frequent  cafe) 
Two  doctors  come,  and  give  the  coup  de  grace. 
Zounds !  Madam,  mind  the  duties  of  a  wife, 
And  dream  no  more,  of  DOCTOR  JOHNSON'S  Iife9 
A  happy  knowledge  in  a  pye  or  pudding, 
Will   more   delight  your   friends,    than    all   your 

Jludying. 

One  cut  from  ven'fon,  to  the  heart  can  fpeak 
Stronger  than  ten  quotations  from  the  Greek : 
One  far  SIR  LOIN  poffeffes  more  fublime 
Than  all  the  airy  caflles  built  by  RHIME. 
One  nipperkin  of  Jlingo  with  a  toaft, 
Beats  all  the  ftreams  the  Mufes  FOUNT  can  boaft, 
Yes  !  in  one  pint  of  porter,  lo !  my  belly  can 
Find  bliffes,  not  in  all  the  floods  of  Helicon. 
Enough  thofe  anecdotes  your  powers  have  mown : 
SAM'S  Life,  dear  Ma'am,  will  only  damn  your  own, 

For 
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'Forthee,  JAMES  BOSWELL,  may  the  hand  of  FATZ 
Arreft  thy  goofe-quill,  and  confine  thy  prate  : 
Thy  egotifms,  the  worldj  difgufted  hears — 
Then  load  with  vanities,  no  more  our  ears, 
Like  fome  lone  Puppy  yelping  all  night  long; 
That  tires  the  very  echoes  with  his   tongue. 
Yet  mould  it  lie  beyond  the  pow'rs  of  FATE, 
To  flop  thy  pen,  and  flill  thy  darling  prate ; 
Oh !  be  in  folitude  to  live  thy  luck : 
A  chattering  MAGPIE  on  the  ISLE  OF  MUCK. 

Thus  fpoke  the  JUDGE,  then  leaping  from    the 

chair, 

He  left,  in  confirmation  loft,  the  PAIR  : 
Black  FRANK,*  he  fought,  on  anecdote  to  cram, 
And  vomit  firft^  \  a  LIFE  of  furly  SAM. 
Shock'd  at  the  little  manners  of  the  KNIGHT, 
The   RIVALS  marv'ling  mark'd  his  fudden  flight; 
Then  to  their  pens,  and  paper,  rufh'd  the  TWAIN 

To  kill  the  mangled  RAMBLER,  o'er  again* 

s 

*  DOCTOR  JOHNSON'S  Negro  fervant. 

•j-  The  KNIGHT'S  volume  is  reported  to  be  in  great   forward- 
nefs,  and  likely  to  dijlance  his  formidable  competitors. 

N.  B.  The  Quotations  from  Mr.  Bofwell,  are   made  from  the 

Second  Edition  of  his  Journal. Thofe  from  Mrs.  Piozzi 

from  the  Firft  Edition  of  her  Anecdotes. 

ODE 


ODE  UPON  O  D  E; 

O  R 

A  PEEP  AT  ST.  JAMES'S; 

O  R 

N  E  W-T  E  A  R  S's    DA  T; 

O  R 

WHAT     YOU     WILL. 


S>uo  me  cunque  rapit  Tcmpc/las,  deferor  Hofpes. 

HORACE. 

Juft  as  the  Maggot  bites,  I  take  my  way — 

To  Painters^  now  my  court  refpe&ful  pay  ; 

Now  (ever  welcome!},  on  the  Mufe's  Wings» 

Drop  in  at  Windfor,  on  the  beft  of  KINGS  ; 

Now,  at  St.  James's,  about  HANDEL  prate, 

Hear  Odes,  fee  Lords  and  'Squires,  and  fmile  at  State. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

READER, 

I  THINK  it  jieceflary  to  inform  thee,  if 
thou  haft  not  read  Mr.  WARTON'S  Ode,  that  I 
mean  not  to  fay  that  he  hath,  totiflem  verbis,  fung 
what  I  have  afferted  of  him :  I  therefore  beg  that 
my  Ode  may  be  confidered  as  an  Amplification  of 
£he  ingenious  LAUREAT'S  Idea. 


P  R  O  OE  M  I  U  M. 


NOW,  Reader,  that  the  ^AUREAT'S  Poft 
fublirrje 

Is  deftin'd  to  record,  in  hand  fome  Rhyme, 
The  Deeds  of  Monarchs,  twice  a  year  : 

If  great — how  happy  is  the  tuneful  Tongue! 

If  pitiful — (as  Shakefpeare  fays)  the  Song, 

"  Mutt  fuckle  Fools  and  chronicle  Small  Beer." 

But  Bards  muft  take  the  uphill  with  the  down  : 
Kings  cannot  always  Oracles  be  hatching : 

Maggots  are  oft  the  Tenants  of  a  Crown — 

Therefore,  like  thofe  in  Cheefe,  npt  worth  the 
catching;.     , 

O  gentle  Reader !  if,  by  God's  good  Grace, 
Or  (what's  more  fought)  good  Intereft  at  Court, 

Thou  gett'ft,  of  Lyric  Trumpeter,  the  Place, 
And  hundreds  are,  like  Gudgeons,  gaping  for't; 

Hear !  (at  a  Palace  if  thou  mean'ft  to  thrive) 

And  of  a  ftaunch  old  Coachman  learn  to  drive. 

X  2  When'er 


Whene'er. employ'd  to  celebrate  a  King, 
Let  Fancy  lend  thy  Mufe  her  loftieft  wing— * 
Stun  with  thy  Minfhelfy  the  frighten'd  Sphere  ; 
„.   .  Bid.  thy  Voicejhunder  like  a  hundred  Batteries  j 
For  common  Sounds,  conveying  common  Flatte- 
ries, 
,Are  Zephyrs  whifp'ring  to  the  Royal  Ear. 

Know — Glutton-like,  on  Praife  ^ach  Monarch  crarns : 
Kot  Spi;  c's  fuit  alone  their  pamper'd  Nature : 

Alas  !  the  Stomach,  parch'd  by  burning  Drams, 
With  mad-dog  Terror  Harts  at  fimple  Water. 

Fierce  is  each  royal  Maniac  for  Applaufe  ; 

And,  as  a  Horfe-pond  wide,  are  Monarch  Maws — - 
Form'd  therefore  on  a  pretty  ample  fcale : 

To  found  the  decent  Panegyric  Note, 

To  pour  the  nwdeft  Flatt'ries  down  their  throat, 
Were  offering  Shrimps  for  dinner  to  a  Whale. 

And  mind,   whene'er  thou  ftrik'ft  the  Lyre  to 
Kings, 

To  touch  to  Abigails  of  Courts,  the  Strings ; — 
Give  the  Queen's  Toad-ester  a  handfome  Sop, 

And  fwear  me  always  has  more  Grace 

Than  ev'n  to  fell  the  meaneft  Place — 
Swear  too.,  the  Woman  keeps  no  Title-Shop  ; 

Sellf 
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Sells  not,  like  Jews  in  Paul's  Church-Yard  theif 

Ware, 

Who  on  each  PafTenger  for  Cuftom  flare ; 
And,  in  the  happy  Tones  of  -Traffic,  cry, 
"  Sher!  'vatyoubuy^  Sher? — -Madam!  vat  you  buy?'* 

Thus,  Reader,  ends  the  Prologue  to  my  Ode ! 

The  true-bred  Courtiers  wonder  whilft  I  preach — 
And,  with  grave  Vizards,  andftretch'd  Eyes  to  God, 

Pronounce  my  Sermon  a  moft  impious  Speech. 
With  all  my  Spirit — let  them  damn  my  Lays—* 

A  Courtier's  Curfes  are  exalted  Praife* 


I 


HEAR  a  ftartled  Moralift  exclaim, 
"  Fie,  PETER,  PETER!   fie  for  mame! 
"  Such  Counfel  disagrees  with  my  Digeflion." 
Well!  well  then,  my  old  SOCRATES,  to  pleafe 

thee, 

For  much  Pm  willing  of  thy  Qualms  to  eafe  thee, 
I  '11  nobly  take  the  other  fide  the  Queftion. 


Par 


Par  Exemple'. 

FAIR  Praife  is  fterling  Gold— all  fhould  defire  it— 
Flatt'ry,  bafe  Coin — a  Cheat  upon  the  Nation  : 

And  yet,  our  Vanity  doth  much  admire  it, 
And  really  gives  it  all  its  Circulation. 

Flatt'ry's  a  fly  infmuating  Scfew — • 

The  World— a  Bottb  of  Tokay  fo  fine— 

The  Engine  always  can  its  Cork  fubdue, 
And  make  an  eafy  Prisoner  of  the  Wine. 

Flatt'ry's  an  Ivy  wriggling  round  an  Oak — 
This  Oak  is  often  honeft  blunt  JOHN  BULL — - 

Which  Ivy  would  its  great  Supporter  choak, 
Whilfl  JOHN   (fo  thick-  the   Walls  of  his  dafk 
Scull) 

Deems  it  a  pretty  Ornament,  and  flruts — 

Till  MASTER  IVY  creeps  into  JOHN'S  Guts  ; 

And  gives  poor  thoirgatlefs  JOHN  a  fet  of  Gripes  : 
Then,  like  an  Organ,  opening  all  his  Pipes, 
JOHN  roirs  ;  and,  when  to  a  Confumption  drain'd, 
Finds  out  the  Knave,  his  Folly  entertain'd. 

Priufe  is  a  modcft  unaffuming  Maid, 
As  fimply  as  a  Quaker -Beauty  dreit : 

No  O  dentation  hers — no  vain  Parade  : 

Sweet  Nymph  !   and  of  the  feweft  Words  poflefl ; 

Yet, 
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Yet,  heard  with  rev'rence  when  me  filence  breaks^ 
She  dignifies  the  Man  to  whom  fhe  fpeaks. 

FLATTERY'S  a  pert  French  Millener — a  Jade 
Cover'd  with  roiige,  and  flaunting! y  array  'c*— 
Makes  faucy  Love  to  ev'ry  Man  fhe  meets, 
And  offers  ev'n  her  Favours  in  the  Streets. 

And  yet,  inflead  of  meeting  public  MifTes— 
Divines  fo  grave — Philofophers  can  bear  her ; 
What's  flranger  ftill,  with  childifh  Rapture  heat 
her 

Hay,  court  the  fmiling  Harlot's  very  Kiffef* 


ODE- 


O  D  E. 


JL\  ICH  as  Dutch  Cargoes  from  the  fragrant  Eaft, 
Or  Cuftard  -Pudding  at  a  City  Feaft, 
TOM'S  Incenfe  greets  his  Sovereign's  hungry  Nofe  : 
Fqr,  bating  Birth-day  Torrents  from  Parnaffus, 
And  New-year's  Spring-tide  of  divine  MolaiTes, 
Fame  in  a  fcanty  Rill  to  Windfor  flows! 

Poets. '(quoth  tuneful  TomJ,  in  ancient  times, 
Delighted  all  the  Country  with  their  Rhymes  ; — 
Sung.Knight  and  Barbed  Steeds  with  Valour  big  : — - 
Knights    who   encounter'd  Witches  —  murder'd 

Wizards,    - 

Flogg'd  Pagans  till  they  grumbl'd  in  their  giz- 
zards : 
Rogues!    with  no  more  Religion  than  a  Pig: 

— Knights  who  illumin'd  unbelieving  Souls 
Through  pretty  little  well-form'd  Eyelet-holes, 
By  pious  Pikes,  and  godly  Lances  made — 
Took  !  that  work'd  Wonders  in  the  holy  Trade ; 

With 
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With  Battle- Axes  fit  to  knock  down  Bull's^ 
And  therefore  qualified  \  I  woO  full  well, 
With  force,  the  Sacred  Oracles  to  tell 

Unto  the  thickefl  unbelieving  Skulls : 

— Knights,  who,  fo  famous  at  the  Game  of  Tourney, 

Took  boldly  to  the  Holy  Land  a  Journey, 

To  pknt,  with  Swords,  in  Hearts,  the  Gofpel-Seeds  j 

Jufl  as  we  hole  for  Cucumbers,  Hot-Beds, 

Or  pierce  the  Bofom  of  the  fullen  Earth, 

To  give  to  Radifhes  or  Onions  Birth : 

'-—Knights,  who,  when  tumbled  on  the  hoftile  Field, 

And  to  an  Enemy  oblig'd  to  yield, 

Gould  neither  Leg,  nor  Arm,  nor  Neck,  nor  Nob, 

ftfrr 

I*oor  Devils !  who  were  like  Alligators  hack'd, 

At  length  by  Hammers,  Hatchet-, Sledges, crack'd; 
Dragg*d  from  their  Coats  of  Armour — like  a  Lob- 
fter. 

Great  (fays  the  Laureat)  were  the  Poet's  Puffings 
On  idle  daring  Red-Crofs  Raggamuffins, 

Who  for  their  Childiflmefs  deferv'd  a  Birch  :- 
Quoth  TOM,  a  worthier  Subject  now,  thank  God  I 
Infpires  the  lofty  Dealer  in  the  Ode, 

Than  Blockhead*  battling  for  Old  Mother  Church. 

Times 
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Times  (quoth  our  courtly  Bard)  are  alter'd  quite — - 

The  Poet  fcorns  what  charm'd  of  yore  the  fight — 
Goths,  Women,  Vandals,  Caftles,  Horfes,  Mares  : — * 

The  polifh'd  Poet  of  the  prefent  Day, 

Doth  in  his  tafty  Shop  difplay, 
Ah!    vaftly  prettier  colour'd  Wares* 

—The  Poet  "  moulds  his  Harp  to  Manners  mild," 

Ouoth  TOM  —  to  Monarchs,  who,  \vith  Rapture 
wild, 

Hear  their  own  Praife  with  Mouths  of  gaping  Won- 
der, 

And  catch  each  Crotchet  of  the  Birth-day  Thun- 
der: 

Crotchets  that  fcorn  the  Praife  of  common  Folly — * 
Though  not  mod  mufical — moft  melancholy : 
Ah !  Crotchets  doom'd  to  charm  our  Ears  no  more, 
Although  by  Mr.  PARSONS  fet  in  fare; 

Drear  and  eternal  Silence  doom'd  to  keep, 
Where  the  dark  Waters  of  Oblivion  fleep— 
To  fpeak  in  humbler  Englifh — doom'd  to  reft, 
With  Court  Addreifes,  in  a  inufly  Cheft. 

Yet  all  the  Lady  Amateurs  declar'd, 

They  were  the  cbcrming'ft  Things  they  ever  heard : 

As 
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As  for  example — all  the  Angel  GIDEONS—' 
That  is,  my  Lady,  and  her  Daughters  fair, 
With  coal-black  Eye-brows,  and  fweet  Hebrew 
Air— 

'The  lovely  Produce  of  the  two  Religions. 

Thus,  in  their  Virtues,  Grey-hounds  bed  fucceed* 
When  Sportfmen  very  wifely  crofs  the  Breed  : 
And  thus,  with  nobler  Luflre,  mines  the  Fowl 
Begot  between  a  Game-Hen  and  an  Owl. 

Sir  SAMPSON  too  declar'd,  with  Voice  divine, 
"  'Dat  Jhince  he  haf  turn  Chreeftian,  and  eat  Hog,- 

He  ncbbcr  did  bear  Morjhic  half  foo  fine  ; 
No!    ncbbcr  Jhince  he  lefs  ds  Shinnygoguc." 

His  GRACE  OF  QUEENSBURY  too,  with  Eyes  though 
dim, 

And  one  deaf  Ear  was  there  in  Wonder  drown'd  I 
Lift'ning,  in  Attitude  of  Gorp'ral  Trim, 

He  rais'd  his  thin  grey  Curl  to  catch  the  Sound  i 

Then  fwore  the  Airs  would  never  meet  their  matches, 
But  in  his  own  immortal  Glees  and  Catches. 
Yet  were  thofe  Crotchets  all  ccndemn'd  to  reft 
In  the  dark  bofom  of  a  mufty  Cheft ! 

Crotchets 
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Crotchets  that  form'd  into  fo  fweet  an  Air, 
As  charm'd  my  LADY  MAYORESS  and  LORD  MAYOR  ; 
Who  thought  (and  really  they  were  true  Believers) 
Muiic  equall'd  Marrow-bones  and  Cleavers. 


Strains  !  that  the  Reverend  BISHOPS  had  no  Qualms. 
In  faying,  that  they  equalled  David's  Pfalms  ; 
But  not  furpafs'd  in  Melody  the  Bell, 
That  mournful  foundeth  an  ARCH-BISHOP'S  Knell  j 
Strains  !  that  Sir  JOSEPH  MAWBEY  deem'd  divine, 
Sweet  as  the  Quavers  of  his  fatteit  Swine. 

Ev'n  great*  LORD  BRUDENELL'S  felf  admir'd  the 

Strain, 

In  all  the  tuneful  Agonies  of  Pain  ; 
Who,  winking,  beat  with  Duck-like  Nods  the  Time, 
And  call'd  the  Mufic  and  the  Words  fublime. 

Too,  all  the  other  Lords,  with  Plaudits  fwarming, 
Cried  Bravo  I    Bravo  !  charming  !  Bravo  !  charm* 

ing  ! 

And  Majefly  itfelf,  to  Mufic  bred, 
Pronounc'd  it,    "  very,  very  good  indeed  !" 
Indulging,  p'rhaps,  the  very  nat'ral  Dream, 
That  all  its  Charms  were  owing  to  the  Theme. 

*  A  prodigious  Slmaleur  —  without  his  JLordfhip  there  can  be 
'  po  Rehearfal. 

Not 
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Not  but  fome  fmall  degree  of  harmlefs  Pleafurc 
Might  in  the  Brace  of  R — -y — 1  Bofoms  rife, 

To  think  they  heard  it  without  Wafte  of  Treafure : 
As  Sixpences  are  lovely  in  their  Eyes. 

A  few  Months  fmce,  I  heard  a  forward  Dame, 

Thus,  in  a  Tone  of  Impudence,  exclaim — 

'*  Good  God !  how  Kings  and  Chieens  a  Song  adore ! 

"  With  what  Delight  they  order  an  encore  ! 

"  When  that  fame  Song,  encor'd,  for  nothing  flows  ! 

"  This  MADAM  MARA  to  her  Sorrow  knows." 

"  To  Windfor,  feveral  times,  and  eke  to  Kew, 
"  The  Jl — y — 1  Mandate  MADAM  MARA  drew. 
"  No   cheering  Drop  was  MARA  afk'd  to  fip — 
*c  No  Bread  was  offer'd  to  her  quiv'ring  Lip. 
*'  Though  faint,  (lie  was  not  fuffer'd  to  fit  down — > 
"  Heav'n  help  the  Goodnefs — Grandeur  of  the  Cr«n  ! 
"  Now  tell  me,  Ladies,  will  it  be  believ'd, 
"  How  much  for  Song  and  Chaife-hire  (he  receiv'd  f 

"  How  much  pray,  think  ye: — -Fifty  Guineas — • 
"  No.'* 

Moft  ftirely.,  Forty ree  No,  no."— Thirty. * 

"  poh! 
"  Pray,  Ladies,  guefs  in  Reafon — -come — -again"— 

Alas  !  you  jeer  us— Twenty,  at  the  lead  ; 

No  Man  could  ever  be  fo  great  a  B ft 

As  not  to  give  her  T\yenty  fqr  her  Pain. — 

«  To 


t     3'9    3 

"  To  keep  you  then  no  longer  in  Sufpenfe, 
"  For   MADAM  MARA'S  Chaife-hire   and  fweet 

"  Note, 
"  Out  of  their  wondrjfui  Benevolence, 

"  Their  bounteous  M its  gave — not  a  Groat/* 

"  Ay  !"  cried  a  fecond  Slanderer,  with  a  Sneer, 
<e  I  know  a  Story  like  it- — You  (hall  hear — • 
"  Poor  M^.s.  SIDDONS,  Jhs  was  order'd  out — 
"   To  \vait  upon  their  M — j — ies,  to  fyoui— 
"  To  read  old   Shakefpear's  As  you  like  it  to  'em ; 
<c   And  how  to  mind  their    Stops,    and  Commas, 

'*  mew  'em. 

*c  She  reai  and  fpouted — almoft   loft  her  Breath — 
c-  And,  ftanding  all  the  time,  was  tir'd  to  Death; 
"  Whilft  both  their  M— j — ies,  in  Royal  Style, 
<e  At  perfect  Eafe  were  fitting  all  the  while. 
"  Not  ofFer'd  to  her  was  one  Drop  of  Beer, 
<c  Nor  Wine,  nor  Chocolate,   her  Heart  to  cheer. 
"  Ready  to  drop  to  earth,  flie  muft  have  funk, 
<c  But  fqr  a  Child,  that  at   the  Hardfliio  fiirunk — 
"  A  little  PRINCE,    \vho  mark'd  her  Situation, 
"  Thus,  pitying,  pour'd  a  tender  Exclamation : 

"  La  !  Mrs.  SIDDONS  k  quite  faint  indeed. 
"  How  pale !  I'm  fure  fhe  cannot  longer  read 
"   She  fomewhat  wants,  her  Spirit  to  repair, 
Ci  And  would,  I'm  fure,  be  happy  in  a  Chair." 

"  What 
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"  What  follow'd  ?— Why,  the  R— y— 1  Pair  afofe, 

'•'  Surly  enough — one  fairly  may  fuppofe ; 

*'  And  to  a  Room  adjoining  made  retreat, 

"  To  let  her,  for  one  Minute,  Jleal  a  Seat." 

"  At  length  the  Aclrefs  ceas'd  to  read  and  fpout 

"  Where  Generality's  a  crying  Sin : 
"  Her  Curt'fy  dropp'd— was  nodded  to— -camejout — 

"  So  rich ! — How  rich  ? — 4s  rah  as  me  -went  in.'f 

Such  are  the  Stories  twain — Why,  grant  the  Fact, 
Are  PRINCES,  pray,  like  common  Folks  to  act  ? 

Sfiould  MARA  call  it  Cruelty,  and  blame 

Such  R— y — 1  Condud,  I'd  cry,  Fie  upon  her  I 

To  Mrs,  SIDDONS,  freely  fay  the  fame — 
Sufficient  for  fuch  People  is  the  Honour  / 

Ey'n  I,  the_BARD,  exped  no  Gifts  from  KINGS, 
Although  I've  faid  of  them  fuch  handfome  Things — 
Nay,  not  their  Eye's  Attention,  whofe  bright  Ray 
Would,  like  the  SUN,  illumine  my  poor  Lay, 
And,  like  the  Sun,  fo  kind  to  Procreation, 
Increaie  within  my  Brain  the  Maggot  Nation. 
So  much  for   idle  Tales. — Now,  MUSE,  thy  Strain 
Di^reflivCj  turn  to  Drawing-Roooms  again. 


There 
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There  too  was   PITT,  who  fcrap'd  and  bow'd   to 

ground, 

And  whifper'd  Majefty,  'twas  vaftly  fine ; 
Then  wifh'd  fuch  Harmony  could  once  be  found 

Where  he,  each  Day,  was   treated   like  a  Swine 
By  that   Arch-fiend  CHARLES   Fox,   and  his  vile 

Party, 

Villains  !  in  nought  but  black  Rebellion  hearty ; 
Fellows !  who  had  the  Impudence  to  place 
The  facred  Sceptre  underneath  the  Mace, 
And  twifted  Ropes,  with  Malice  difappointed, 
To  hang  or  hamper  the  poor  LORD'S  AN — r— ED. 

To  whom,  a  certain  SAGE  fo  earned  cried, 

"  Don't  mind — don't"  mind — the  Rogues  their 
"  Aim  have  mifs'd — 

"  Don't  fear  your  Place,  whilft  I  am  well  fupply'd-— 
"  But  mind  the  Poverty  of  Civil  Lift. 

"  Swear  that  no  K 's  fo  poor  upon  the  Globe ; 

"  Compare  me — yes,  compare  me,  to  poor  JOB. 
"  The  Houfe  will  credit  thee — I  know  the  Ninnies ; 
"  And  Wife  and  I  are  fond  of  Bags  of  Guineas. 

"  What  ?  What,  PITT— has  ?  We  muft  have  t'other 

"  Grant. 
"  What,  what  ?  You  know  that  B — ,  my  old  dead 

"  AUNT, 

Y  « Left 
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*  Left  not  a  Sixpence,  PITT,  thefe  Eyes  to  blefs,' 
"  But  from  the  Parifh  fav'd  that  F— 1  at  H-Je. 

"  But'mind  me — !hse,  to  plague  her  Heart when  dying 
"  I  was  a  Nimrod  flill — a  ccnftant  Hunter ; 

"  And  when  in  State  as  dead's  a  Mack'rel  lying, 
"  I  did  not  care  a  Button  for  the  B r. 

"  And  three  Days  after  my  old  Aunt  was  dead,' 
"  Which  fome  Folks  thought  prodigioufly  profane^- 

"I  took  it — yes — I  took  it  in  my  Hend, 
"  To  order  Sir  John  Brute. at  Drury-Lane. 

*c  Had  fhe  refpected  me,  I  do  aver, 

"  I  mould  have  ftay'd  at  Horrie,  and  thought  of  Her." 

Lord  ROCHFORD  too,  the  gentle  Youth  was  there, 
AVhofe  fweet  falfetto  'Voice  is  often  fported 

In  Glees  and  Catches ;  fd  that  all  who  hear 
Believe  a  pretty  Semi'vir  imported. 

Yet  was  there  one  who  much  the  Day  decriced— — • 

Old  LADY  MARY  DUNCAN  (fays  Report). 
"  What,  no  dear,  dear  Caftrato  here !"    {lie  figh'd, 
"  Why  then — P-x  take  the  Voices  and  the  Court  j 
"  Then  Lord  have  Mercy  on  my  tortur'd  Ears, 
"  And  iliield   me  from   the  Shouts  of  fuch  HE* 
BEARS.'* 

"'  Where, 
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'*  Where,    where  is  PACCHIEROTTI'S-  heart-felt 
"  Strain? 

"  Where  RUBINELJ,I'S  fuftenuto  Note  ? 
"  That  tickled  oft  my  fighing  Soul  to  Painy 

"  That  bade  my  Senfes  in  Elyfium  float  ? 
*c  Avaunt !  you  vile  black-bearded  Rogues — avaunt! 
"  'Tis  fmoother  Chins,  and  fweeter  Tones,  I  want* 

MY  LORD  OF  EXETER  was  alfo  there; 

Who,  marv'ling,  cock'd  his  Time-difcerning  Ear 

To  ftrains  that  did  fuch  Honour  to  a  Throne : — 

There   UXB RIDGE  taught  the  Audience  how  tg 
think ; 

With  much  fignificant  and  knowing  Wink, 
And  Speeches  clad  in  Wifdom's  critic  Tone ; 

Who  look'd  Muficians  through  with  half-fhut  Eyes  j 

Mod  folemn,  molt  chromatically  wife! 

SANDWICH,  the  Glory  of  each  jovial  Meeting, 
This  Fiddler,  now — now  that,  fo  kindly  greeting, 

Appear'd,  and  mrewdly  pour'd  his  hahs  and  hums  : 
Great  in  Tattoo,  my  Lord,  and  Crofs-hand  Roll  j 
Great  in  the  Dead-march-ftroke  fublime  of  SAUL  ; 

He  beats  Old  *  ASHBRIDGE  on  the  Kettle-Drums. 

*  A  Kettle-drummer  of  great  Celebrity. 

Y  ?.  What 
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What  Pity !  to  our  military  Hoft, 

That  fuch  a  charming    Drummer   mould  be  lofU 

And  feel  through  Life  his  Glories  overcafl 

At  that  dull  *  Board,  where,  never  could  he  learn, 
Of  Ships,  the  difference  between  Stem  and  Stern, 

Hen-coops  and  boats,  the  Rudder  and  the  Mad. 

Say — 'midft   the   tuneful  Tribe   was  EDMUND 
BUKKE ? 

No!  MUN  was  cutting  out  for  HASTINGS,  work; 
Writing  to  COUSIN  WILL  and  Co.  to  league  'em 
.  .  Againft  that  Rogue,  who  like  a  Ruffian  rofe, 

And   tweak'd  a  Bulfe  of  Jewels   from   the  Nofe 
Of  Dames,  in  India,  chriilen'd  Manny  Begum. 

EDMUND  !  who  formerly  look'd  fierce  as  Grimbald 
On  that  moft  horrid  Imp  SIR  THOMAS  RUMBOLD, 
Vow'd,  like  a  Sheep,  to  flea  that  Eaftern  Thief  j — 
Till  ftrange  good  fortune  ogen'd  EDMOND'S  Eyesj 
Oh  !  then  he.  heard  of  INNOCENCE  the  Cries, 
And,  like  Jew-Converts,  damn'd  his  Old  Belief. 

Yet,  let  fome  Praife  for  MUN'S  Converfion  pafs 
To  that  great  Wonder-worker,    SAINT  DUNDAS. 

EDMUND!  who  battled  hard  for  POWELL'S  Life, 
And  fwore  no  Man,  in  Virtue,  e'er  went  further : 

To  prove  which  Oath,  this  POWELL  took  a  Knife, 
And  made  the  World  believe  it,  by  Self-Murtker. 

Reader, 

*  The  Admiralty. 
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Reader — fuppofe  I  give  thee  a  fmall  Ode 
Made  when  vile  TIPPOO  SAIB  in  Triumph  rode, 
And  play'd  the  Devil   on  our  Indian  Borders, 
In  Perfon,  or  by  vile  Satanic  Orders .: 

When  Mr.  BURKE,  fo  famous  for  fine  Speeches, 
From  Tropeto  Trope  ^  a  downright  Rabbit,  (kipping, 

Meant,  School-boy  like,  to  take  down  HASTINGS' 

Breeches^ 
And  give  the  noble  GOVERNOR  a  Whipping? 

If  rightly,  Reader,  I  tranflate  thy  Phiz, 
Thou  fmil'ft  Confent. — J  thank  thee — Here  it  is. 

But  mark  my  Cleanlinefs  ere  I  begin  : 
Know,  Pve  not  caught  the  Itch  of  Party-Sin. 
To  PITT  or  Fox,  I  never  did  belong : 
TRUTH,  TRUTH  I  feek — fo  help  me,  GOD  OF  SONG  ! 

P'rhaps,  to  a  Heathen  Oath  thou  may'ft  demur  : 
Well  then — Sufpicion  -that  I  mayn't   incur, 

But,  like  a  Chrlftian  fwear — /  do  not  Jham — 
By  all  the  Angels  of  yon  lofty  Sky, 
Where  burning  Seraphims  and  Cherubs  cry, 

J'm  of  no  Party — curfe  me  if  I  am ! 

By  all  thofe  Wonder-monger  Saints  and  Martyrs 
Cut  for  the  Love  of  God  in  Halves  and  Quarters ; 

By 
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23y  each  black  Soul  in  Purgatory  frying ; 

By  all  thofe  whiter  Souls,  though  we  can't  fee  'em, 
Singing  their  Ave-Mary  and  Te  Deum 

On  yon  bright  Glouds — I  fwear  I  am  not   lying*, 

No!  free  as  Air  the  MUSE   fhall   fpread  her  Wing, 
Of  'whom,  and  when,  and  what  fhe  pleafes,  fmg, 
Though  *  Privy  Councils,  jealous  of  her  Note, 
Prefcrib'd,  of  late,  a  Halter  for  her  Throat, 

Let  Folly  fpring — my  Eagle,  Falcon,  Kite, 
Hawk  —  Satire  —  what   you  will — (hall   mark  her 

'  Flight; 

Through  Huts  or  Palaces  ('tis  juft  the  fame}, 
With  equal  Rage,  purfue  the  panting  Game ; 
And  lay  (by  Princes,  or  by  Peafants,  bred) 
Low  at  the  OWNER'S  Feet,  the  CUCKOW,  dead* 


ODE     TO     EDMUND. 

MUCH  edified  am  I  by  EDMUND  BURKE! 
Well-pleas'd  I  fee  his  Patriot-Mouth  at  work, 
Grinding  away  ibr  poor  Old  England's  Good. 
He  gives  of  Elocution,  fuch  a  Feaft ! 
He  tells  of  fuch  vile  Doings  in  the  Eaft ! 
And  fights,  as  ''twere  for  his  own  Flelh  and  Blood* 

Shrof, 
*  This  is  a  Piece  of  fecret  Hiftory. 
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,  C&oztf,  Lack,  Omra,  Dujluek,  Nabob,  Bunder, 
Crore,  Choultry,  Begum,  leave  his  Lips  in  Thunder* 

With  matchlefs  Pathos,  MUN  defcribcs  the  Gag, 
Employ'd  by  that  vile  Son  of  HYDER  NAIG, 

Nam'd  TIPPO. — Gags !  that  Britifh  Mouths  detefl ; 
Occafion'd  partly  by  that  Man  fo  fad, 
That  HASTINGS  ! — oh !  deferving  all  that's  bad — 

That  Villain,  Murd'rer,  Tyrant,  Dog,  Wild  BeaflJ 

Poor  EDMUND  fees  poor  Britain's  fetting  Sun ; 
Poor  Edmund  groans, — and  Britain  is  undone  ! 

Reader !    thou  haft,  I  do  prefume, 

(God  knows  though)  been  in  a  fnug  Room, 

jBy  Coals  or  Wood  made  comfortably  warm  ; 

And  often  fancied  that  a  Storm  without 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  Rout—- 
Sunk Ships— tore  Trees  up—done  a  world  of  Harm. 

Yes !  thou  had  lifted'  up  thy  tearful  Eyes, 
Fancying  thou  heardfl  of  Mariners  the  Cries, 
And  figh'd,  "  How  wretched  now  muft   thoufand? 

"  be! 

"  Oh!  how  I  pity  the  poor  Souls  at  Sea!" 
When,  lo !  this  dreadful  Tcmpeft,  and  his  Roar, 
^  Zephyr — in  the  Key-hole  of  the  Door ! 

Now§ 
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Now,  may  not  EDMUND'S  Howlings  be  a  Sigh 
Preffing  through  EDMUND'S  Lungs  for  Loaves  and 
Fimes, 

On  which  he  long  hath  look'd  with  longing  Eye, 
To  fill  poor  EDMUND'S  not  o'er-burthen'd  Difhes  ? 

Give  MUN  a  Sop — forgot  will  be  Complaint, 

BRITAIN  be  fafe,  and  HASTINGS  prove  a  Saint. 


Now  for  the  Drawing-Room — O  Mufe  fo  madding, 
Delighted  in  Digreffion  to  be  gadding. 

HAM.PDEN  and  FORTESCUE  (brave  Names !)  at- 
tended— 

The  loft,  in  Catches,  wonderfully  mended. 
The  lovely  LADY  CLARGES  too  was  there, 

To  all  the  Graces  as  to  Mufic  born; 
Whofe  Note  fo  fweetly  melting  foothes    the  Ear! 

Soft  as  the  Robin's  to  the  Blufh  of  Morn  ! 

There  too  the  rare  VioI-di-Gamba  PRATT, 
Whofe  Fingers  fair,  the  Strings  fo  nicely  pat, 
And  Bow,  that  brings  out  Sounds  unknown  at  Babel — 
Though  not  fo  fweet  as  thofe  of  Mr.  ABEL. 

Dear  Maid!  the  Daughter  of  that  PRINCE  of  PRATTS, 
Who  Mufic  c ons,  as  well  as  Law ;  and  fwears 
The  Girl  {hdl-fcrub  no  Soul's  but  Handel's  Airs, 

To  whom  he  thinks  our  great  Compofers,  Cats. 

Jdefi, 


Id  eft i  SACCHINI  HAYDN,  BACH,  and  CLUCK, 
And  Twenty  more,  who  never  had  the  Luck 

To  pleafe  the  nicer  Ears  of  fame  crowrfd  FOLK  : 
Ears,  that,  like  other  People's,  though  they  grow, 
Poor  Creatures  !  really  want  the  Senfe  to  know 

Pfalm-Tunes,    fo  mournful,  from    the   Old  Black 
Joke. 

That  mufty  ]V[ufic-hunter  too — Muf.  D. 
Much-travell'd  BURNEY,  came  to  hear  and  fee: 
HE,  in  his  Tour,  who  found  fuch  great  Protectors — 
KINGS,  QUEENS,  DUKES,  MARGRAVES,  MARGRA- 
VINES, ELECTORS, 
Who  afk'd  the  DOCTOR  many  a  gracious  Quefiion, 

And  treated  him  with  marv'lous  Hofpitality ; 
Gueffing  he  has  as  clever  a  Digeftion 

For  Meat  and  Drink,  as  Mufic  of  rare  Quality. — 

Not  with  much  Glee  the  Do&or  heard  the  Ode, 

But  turn'd  his  difappointed  Eyes  to  GOD  ; 

And  wifh'd  it  his  own  Setting,  with  a  Sigh : 
For,  ere  to  SALISBURY'S  Houfe  the  Doctor  came—- 
To get,  as  ODE-SETTER,  enroll'd  his  Name — 

Behold!  behold  the  Wedding  <was  gone  by. 

Ah  !  how  unclucky  that  the  Prize  was  loft ! 

PARSONS,  who  daring  dalh'd  through  thick  and 

thin — 

ECLIPSE  the  fecond ! — got  like  Lightning  /», 
"When  BURNEY  juft  had  reach'd  the  Diftance  Poft. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  gentle  Mufe,  let  Candour  this  allow, 
That,  though  his  Heart  was  mortified  enow. 
The  Doctor  did  his  Rival's  Art  admire, 
And  own'd  his  maiden  Crotchets  full  of  Fi 
Crotchets !  though  fweet — alas !  condemn'd  to  lie 
Jlid,  like  moft  Royal  Virtues,  from  our  Eye ! 

Crotchets,  that  fongful  Mr.  PARSONS  ties 
To  Tom's  big  Phrafe,  to  make  fublimer  Cries  ; 
Thrice  happy  Union  to  entrance  the  Soul ! 
How  like  the  Notes  of  Cats,  a  vocal  Pair, 
By  Boys  (to  catch  their  wild  and  mingled  Air) 

Tied  Tail  to  Tail,  and  thrown  acrofs  a  Pole ! 
\ 

But  where  was  great  Sis.  WATKYN  all  this  time? 

Why  heard  he  not  the  Air  and  lofty  Rhyme  ? 

The  fleek  Welfli  Deity,  who  Mufic  knows — 
The  ALEXANDER  of  the  *  Tot'n'am  Troops, 
Who,  tortur'd  by  his  Stampings,  Nods,  Gruntsf 
Whoops, 

Do  wondrous  Execution  with  their  Bows  ? 

SIR  WATKYN,  deep  in  diftnal  Dudgeon  gor^e. 
Far  in  his  Cambrian  j-  Villa  fat  alone  : 

*  Sir  Watkyn  is  a  Member  of  the  Antient  Mufic  Concert  in 
Tottenham-Street,  end  much  attended  to  both  for  his  Art  and 
Science. 

f  Wynneftay. 
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To*  Mrs.  WALSINGHAM  he  fcrubb'd  his  Bafe, 

Whilfr.  Anger  fwell'd  the  Volume  of  his  Face, 
Flaming,  like  Suns  of  London  in  a  Fog. 

Of  Mrs.  WALSINGHAM  he  fung  with  Ire ; 

His  Eyes  as  red  as  Ferret's  Eyes,  with  Fire ; 
His  mighty  Soul  for  Vengeance  all  agog. 

ACHILLES  thus,  affronted  to  the  Beard, 
His  fledge-like  Fid  o'er  AGAMEMNON  reartd, 

And  down  his   Throat  would  fain  his  Words  have 

ramm'd  : 

Who,  after  Oaths  (a  pretty  decent  Volly), 
And  rating  long  the  Monarch  for  his  Folly, 

Jnform'd  the  King  of  Men  he  might  be  d — mn'd ; 
Then  to  his  Tent  majeftic  flrode  to  ftrum, 
And  fcrape  his  Anger  out  on  Tweedle-dum. 

f '  He  moulds  his  Harp  (quoth  Tom)  to  Manners 
"  mild;" 

To  Kings,  for  babe-like  Manners,  fimple  fty'd, 
And  grac'd  with  Virtues  that  would  fill  a  Tun: 

To  him  the  Poet  humbly  makes  a  Leg, 

Who,  Goofe-like,  brooding  o'er  the  fav'rite  Egg 
Of  Genius,  gives  the  Phcenix  to  the  Sun: 

*  The  Quarrel  between  the  Knight  and  the  Lady  was  a  won- 
derful one— —  Tant&ne  animis  caleflibus  ir&? 

To 
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To  him,  who  for  fuch  Eggs  is  always  watching, 
And  never  more  delighted  than  when  hatching ; 

Which  makes  the  number  offer'd  to  the  Sun 
So  vaft ! — why,  verily  as  thick  as  Peas, 
That  People  may  collect,  with  equal  Eafe, 

A  thoufand  noble  Inftances,  as  one. 

What  Numbers  Wifdom  to  his  Care  hath  giv'n ! 

All  hatched — fome  living — others  gone  to  Heav'n ; 
Thus  in  the  *  Pinnick's  Neft  the  Cuckow  lays, 

Then,  eafy  as  a  Frenchman,  takes  her  flight : — > 
Due  Homage  to  the  Eggs  the  Pinnick  pays, 

And  brings  the  little  Lubbers  into  Light. 

The  Modern  Poet  fings,  quoth  Tom  again, 
Of  M- chs,  who,  with  ceconomic  Fury, 

Force  all  the  tuneful  world  to  TOT'N'AM  Lane, 
And  lock  up  all  the  Doors  of  harmiefs  f  DRURY, 

*  A  Bird  fo  called  in  fome  Countries,  that  attends  upon  the 
Wife  Bird,  and  feeds  him. 

•j-  The  Oratorios  were  to  have  been  performed  at  Drury-lane, 
in  this  Year,  under  the  Conduft  of  Mr.  LINLEY  and  Dr.  ART 
MOLD. — MADAMMARA  \vastohaveexhibitedheramazing  Powers. 
This  would  have  been  a  Death-ftroke  to  the  Pigmy  Performance 
in  Tottenham-Court  Road.  How  mould  the  Pigmy  be  laved  ? — 
By  killing  the  Giant  .• — and  lo  !  his  Death-warrant  hath  been 

figned. By  what  Power  of  the  Conftitution  ?  None  ! — Can 

the  Grand  Monaryue  do  more  ?  Quicquid  dellrant  Rfges,  pleftuntur 
jfcbivi. 

Say, 
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Say,  why  this  Curfe  on  DRURY'S  harmlefs  Door, 
That  thus,  in  Anger,  M Y  mould  lock  it  ? 

MUSE,  are  the  Tot'n'am-Street  Subfcribers  poor  ? 
Will  Drury  keep  fome  Pence  from   Tot'n'am's 
Pocket  ? 

Doth  threat'ning  Bankruptcy  extend  a  Gloom 

O'er  the  proud  Walls  of  Tot'n'am's  Regal  Room  ? 

Perchance  'tis  MARA'S  Song  that  gives  offence! 

Hinc  ilia  Lacryma  ! — Oh  dear — oh  dear ! 
The  Song  that  once  could  charm  the  R — 1  Senfe, 

Delights,  alas !    no  more  the  Royal  Ear. 
Gods !  can  a  Guinea  deaden  ev'ry  Note, 
And  make  the  Nightingale's,  a  Raven's  Throat! 

But  let  me  give  His  M y  a  Hint, 

Frefh  from  my  Brain's  prolific  Mint — 

Suppofe  we  Amateurs  fhould,  in  a  Fury, 
Juft  take  it  in  our  John-Bull  Heads  to  fay 
(And  lo !  'tis  very  probable  we  may) — 

"  We  will  have  Oratorios  at  Drury  ?" 

How  muft  he  look  ? — Blank — wonderfully  blank  ? 
And  think  fuch  Speech  an  Infult  on  his  Rank. 
What  could  he  do  ? — oppofe  with  Ire  fo  hot  ? 
I  think  His  M had  better  not! 

Kings 
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jvings  mould  be  never  in  the  wrong  * 

They  never  are,  fome  Wife- Acres  declare.-^' 

Poh!  fuch  a  Speech  may  do  for  Birth-day  Song  j 
But  makes  us  Philofophic  People  Jtare ! 

I  know  a  certain.   Owner  of  a  C — — <n, 

Not  quite  a  hundred  Miles  from  Wrndfor  Tov/n^ 

Who  harbour'd  of  his  Neighbour,  horrid  Notions — » 
A  Widow  Gentlewoman- — who,  he  faid, 
Popp'd  from  her  Window  ev'ry  Day  her  Head 

Impertinent,  to  watch  his  Royal  Motions. 

*  Yet  let  us  give  an  Inuance  of  wrong  Proceeding. — A  cer- 
tain  K and  Q- ,  inftead  of  having   Concerts  at   their 

Palace,  in  the  Style  of  other  Princes,  fuch  as  the  King  of 
France,  the  Emperor,  the  Emprefs  of  Ruffia,  &c.  have  entered 

into  a  private  Si'bfcriptkm  for  a  Concert  in  a' pitiful  Street. 

They  pay  their  Six  Guineas  a-piece ;  and,  what  is  more  extra- 
ordinary, get  in  their  Children,  as  we  are  told,  gratis  /  What 
is  ftill  more  extraordinary,  they  have  entered  into  a  Bond  for 
borrowing  Two  Thoufand  Pounds  for  putting  the  Houfe  into  a 

decent  Repair  ;    iic  for  the  Reception  of  the  K —  of  the  firft 

Empire  upon  Earth.  Of  whom  has  this  Money  been  borrowed  ? 
Marvelling  Reader  !  of  the  poor  Muficians  Fund  ! — which  Mo- 
ney might  have  been  placed  out  at  a  much  fuperior  Advantage. 
Let  me  add,  that  the  Subscribers  order  a  formal  Reliearfal  pre- 
vious to  every  Concert ;  fo  that,  in  fail:,  they  get  a  double  Con- 
cert for  their  Money ; — undoubtedly,  to  the  vaft  Satisfaction  of 
the  Fingers  of  the  happy  CRAMER,  BORGHI,  SHIELD,  CER- 
VETTO,  &c.  who,  in  this  Inftance,  earn  their  Money  not  very 
unlike  the  patient  and  laborious  Animal  called  a  Drayhorfe. 

"  What? 
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*  What  ?  what  ?  (quoth  M- y)  I'll  teach  her 

Eyes 

To  take  my  Motions  by  Surprife 

One  cannot  breakfaft,  dine,  drink  Tea,  nor  fup, 

But,  whip !  the  Woman's  Head  at  once  is  out, 

To  fee  and  hear  what  we  are  all  about : — 
Pll  cure  her  of  that  Trick — and  block  her  up.5' 

Mad  as  His  Military  GRACE  * 
For  fortifying  ev'ry  Place 
From  Dockyards  to  a  Necefiary  Houfe — 

The  M ch  dreamt  of  nothing  but  the  Wall— 

The  faucy  Spit  in  Petticoats  to  maul, 
And  make  her  eagle  Pride  crawl  like  a  Loufe. 

Now  Workmen  came,  with  formidable  Stones, 
To  block  up  the  poor  Widow  JONES — 

Who  rrrark'd  this  dread  Blockade,  and  with  a  Frown, 
And  to  the  Caufe  of  Freedom  true — > 
One  of  the  Old  Hen's  Chicks  fo  blue, 

Fad  as  the  K built  up,  the  Dame  pull'd  down. 

'Twasup — 'twas  down — 'twas  up  again — 'twas  down, 
Much  did  the  Country  with  this  Battle  ring, 
Between  the  valiant  Widow  and  the  K , 

That  Admiration  rais'd  in  Windfor  ToMrn: 

*  Duke  of  Richmond. 

The 
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The  mighty,  batt'ling  BROUGHTONS  and  the 

SLACKS, 
Ne'er  knew  more  Money  betted  on  their  Backs. 

Sing,  Heav'nly  Mufe,  how  ended  this  Affray, 
Juft  as  it  happens,  faith,  nine  Times  in  ten, 
When  Dames  fo  fpirited  engage  with  Men 

That  is — the  valiant  WIDOW  won  the  Day. 

The  K could  not  the  Woman  maul: 

But  found  himfelf  mod  fhamefully  defeated ; 
Then  very  wifely  he  retreated, 

And  very  prudently  gave  up  the  Wall. 

Now  fmg,  O  Mufe,  the  warlike  Ammunition 

Us'd  by  the  Dame  in  her  befieg'd  Condition, 
That  on  the  Hoft  of  vile  Invaders  flew: 

Say,  did  no  God  nor  Goddefs  cry  out,  Shame ! 

And  nobly  haflen  to  relieve  the  Dame 
From  fuch  a  refolute  and  hoflile  Crew  ? 

Yes — NEPTUNE,  like  her  Guardian  Angel,  kind, 
Join'd  the  poor  WIDOW  JONES,  and  ran  up  flairs ; 
There  fiercely  caught  up  certain  Earthen  Wares, 

And,  pleas'd  his  fav'rite  Element  to  find, 
Bid,  on  their  Heads,  the  briny  torrents  flow, 
And  wafh'd,  like  Shags,  the  Combatants  below. 

The 
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The  Goddefs  CLOACINA  too,  fo  heartyj 
Rufh'd  to  the  Widow's  Houfe,  and  join'd  the 
Party. 

But  fay,  what  Ammunition  fill'd  her  Hand, 
Much  Glory  for  the  Widow  to  acquire, 

And  give  to  public  Scorn  the  daring  Band? 

What  ih&tj?rong  Ammunition  was,  the  Bard 
Heard  as  a  Secret — therefore  mud  not  tell : 

Nor  would  he,  for  a  Thoufand  Pounds  Reward, 
To  Beaux  reveal  it,  or  the  fweeteit  Belle. 

Yet  Nature  poflibly  hath  made  a  Snout, 

Bleft  with  Sagacity  to  fmeli  it  out. 

Reader,  don't  (land  fo,  (taring  like  a  Calf—- 
Thy gaping  Attitude  provokes  my  Laugh—- 
Thou think'ft  that  Monarchs  never  can  act  ill : 
Get  thy  Head  fhav'd,  thou  Fool !  or  think  fo  flifl. 

Whether  thou  deem'fl  my  Story  falfe  or  true, 

I  value  not  a  Rum. 

Wilt  have  another? — "  No." — Nay,  -  prithee  do. 
"  I  wo'n't."— Thou  {halt,  by  Heavens  !  fo  p'rithee 
hum! 

? 

But  ere  I  give  the  Tale,  my  tuneful  Erlde, 
MY  LADY  MUSE,  (hall  talk  of  Kings  and  Pride. 

Z  Some 
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Some  Kings  on  Thrones  are  Children  on  the  Lap- 
Children,  that  all  of  us  fee  ev'ry  Day — 

Brats  that  kick,  fquall,  and  quarrel  with  their  Pap. 
Tearing  and  fwearing  they  will  have  their  Way  : 

And  what,  too,  their  great  Reputation  rifles, 

KiNGS  quarrel,  juft  like  Children,  about  Trifles. 

Moreover-— 'tis  a  terrible  Affair 

For  Knightly  Worfhip  to  be  kicked  by  Fellows 
Who  probably  feed  half  their  Time  on  Air, 

Mending  old  Kettles,  or  old  Bellows. 

MY  LADY  PRIDE'S  a  very  lofty  BEING, 

Much  pleas'd  with  People's  fcraping,  bowing,  kneel- 
ing, 

Fruitful  in-Egotifms,  and  full  of  Brags — 

HER  LADYSHIP  in  nought  can  brook  Denial) 
And,  as  for  Infuit,  'tis  a  killing  Trial,        • 

And  more  efpecially  from  Men  of  Rags* 

For  PRIDE,  fuch  is  her  Stateimefs,  alas  .r 
Rather  than  feel  the  Kickings  of  an  Afs9 
Wouid  calmly  put  up  with  a  Leg  of  Horfe ; 
Though  pelting  her  with  fifty  times  the  Force : 
Nay,  though  her  Brains  came  out  upon  the  Ground^ 
Were  Brains  within  her  Head-Diece  to  be  found. 


A    KING 
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A    KING    AND    A    BRICK-MAKER. 


TALE. 


A  KING,  near  Pimlico,  with  Nofe  and  State, 
Did  very  much  a  neighbouring  Brick-kiln  hate, 

Becaufe  this  Kiln  did  vomit  nafty  Smoak: 
Which  Smoak — I  can't  fay  very  neatly  bred, 
Did  very  often  take  it  in  the  Head 

To  blacken  the  Great  Houfe,  and  try  the  K to 

choak. 

His  facred  Majefty  would  fputt'ring  fay, 
Upon  a  windy  Day, 

"  I'll  make  the  Rafcal  and  his  Brick-kiln  hop— - 
"  P-x  take  the  Smoak-— the  Sulphur!—- Zounds!— * 
"  It  forces  down  my  Throat  by  Pounds — 

c"  My  Belly  is  a  downright  BlackfmithY  Shop." 

One  Day,  he  was  fo  pefter'd  by  a  Cloud — 
He  could  not  bear  it,  and  thus  bawl'd  aloud : 

"  Go,"  froar'd  his  M y  unto  a  Page) 

Work'd,  like  a  Lion,  to  a  dev'lifn  Rage, 

Z  2  «  Go, 
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"  Go,  tell  the  Rafcal  who  the  Brick-kiln  owns, 
"  That  if  he  dares  to  burn  another  Brick, 
"  Black  all  my  Houfe  like  Hell,   and  make  me 
fick, 

"  I'll  tear  his  Kiln  to  Rags,  and  break  his  Bones." 

Off  fet  the  Page,  and  foon  his  Errand  told  : 
On"  \vhich  the  Brick-maker — a  little  bold, 
Exclaim'd,    "  He  break  my  Bones,  good  Matter 
•  Page! 

"  tie  fay  my  Kiln  {han't  burn  another  Brick, 

"  Becaufe  it  blacks  his  Houfe,  and  makes  him 

field 
"  Go — give  my  Compliments  to  MASTER'S  Rage, 

"  And  fay,  more  Bricks  I  am  refolv'd  to  burn ; 
"  And,  if  the  Smoke  his  Worfhip's  Stomach  turn, 

"  To  flop  his  Royal  Mouth  and  Snout — 

"  Nay,  more,  good  PAGE — His  M — y  fnall  fine? 

"  I'll  always  take  th*  Advantage  of  the  Wind, 

"  And,  darn'ine,  try  to  fmoke  him  out" 

This,  was  a  dreadful  Meflage  to  a  K 

From  a  poor  ragged  Rogue  that  dealt  in  Mud : 

Yet,  though  fo  impudent  a  Thing, 

'I  ho  Fellow's  I^het'nc  could  not  be  witmlood. 


Stiff 
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Stiff  as  againft  poor  HASTINGS,  EDMUND  BURKE, 
This  BRICK-MAKER  \vent  tooth  and  nail  to  work, 
And  form'd  a  true  VESUVIUS  on  the  Eye: 
The  Smoke  in  pkchy  Volumes  roll'd  along, 
Rufh'd  thro'  the  Royal  Dome  with  Sulphur  ftrong? 
Aiid  then  afcending  darken'd  all  the  Sky. 

Thus  did  this  Cloud  of  Darknefs  daily  made 
The  Building  for  the  Lord's  Anointed  made, 

And  blacken'd  it,  like  Palls  that  grace  a  Burying  : 
Thus  was  this  Man  of  Mud  and  draw  employ'd, 
And,  at  the  Thought  fo  wicked,  overjoy 'd, 

Of  fmoking  his  Liege  Sovereign  like  a  Herring. 

Of  ferving  him  as  we  do  Parts  of  Swine, 

Thought,  with  green  Peas,  a  Dim  extremely  fine. 

But  lo !    this  baneful  Rogue  of  Brick, 

Fell,  for  his  SOV'REIGN,  fortunately  fick, 

And  ere  the  Wretch  could  pleafe  his  Spleen  and  Pride 

Of  turning  Monarchs  into  Bacon — died. 


Thje  modern  Bard  (quoth  Tom)  fublimely  fmgs 
Of  fharp  and  prudent  ceconomic  Kings, 

Rams,  and  Ewes,  and  Lambs,  and  Bullocks, 

feed, 
And  Pigs  of  ev'ry  fort  of  Breed  : 
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—Of  Kings  who  pride  themfelves  on  fruitful  Sows ; 
Who  fell  fkimm'd  Milk,  and  keep  a  Guard  fo  flout 
To  keep  the  Geefe,  the  thievifh  Rafcals,  out, 

That  ev'ry  Morning  us'd*  to  fuck  the  *  Cows :  . 

— Of  Kings  who  f  Cabbages  and  Carrots  plant 
For  fuch  as  wholefome  Vegetables  want ; — 

Who  feed,  too,  Poultry  for  the  People's  fake, 
Then  fend  it  through  the  Villages  in  Carts, 
To  cheer  (how  wondrous  kind!)  the  hungry  Hearts 

Of  fuch  as  only  pay  for  what  they  take. 

The  Poet  now,  quoth  Tom's  rare  Lucubration, 
Singeth  Commercial  Treaties — Commutation — 

Taves  on  Paint,  Pomatum,  Milk  of  Rofes, 
Olympian  Dew,  Gloves,  Sticking-Plafter,  Hats, 
Quack  Medicines  for  fick  Chriftians  and  found 
Rats, 

And  all  that  charms  our  Eyes,  or  Mouths,  or  Nofes, 

The  modern  Bard,  fays  Tom,  fublimely  fings 
Of  virtuous,  gracious,  good,  uxorious  Kings, 

*  Is  it  pofilble  for  this  Story  to  be  true  ?  We  would  rather 
give  it  as  apocryphal. 

f  Mr.  Waiton  fays  in  his  Ode,  "  Who  plant  the  Civie  Bay  S* 
— but  he  affuredly  meant  Cabbages  and  Carrots : — the  Fa£l 
proves  it, 

Whe 
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Who  love  their  Wives  fo  conftant  from  their  Heart, 
Who  down  at  Windfor  daily  go  a  (hopping— 
Their  Heads  fo  lovely  into  Houies  popping, 

And  doing  Wonders  in  the  haggling  Art. 

And  why,  in  God's  Name,  mould  not  Queens  and 
Kings 

Purchafe  a  Comb,  or  Corkfcrew,  Lace  for  Cloaks, 
Edging  for  Caps,  or  Tape  for  Apron- firings, 

Or  Pins,  or  Bobbin,  cheap  as  other  Folks  ? 

»     Reader !  to  make  thine  Eyes  with  Wonder  flare, 
Farthings  are  not  beneath  the  Royal  Care  ! 

Farthings  are  helplefs  Children  of  a  Guinea: 
If  not  well,watch'd,  they  travel  to  their  Cofl! 

For,  lo !  each  Copper-vifag'd  little  Ninney 
Is  very  apt  to  flray,  and  to  be  loft. 

Extravagance  I  never  dar'd  defend — 
I'd  have  a  Monarch  fave  a  Candle-End; 
Since  'tis  an  Axiom  fure,  the  more  Folks  fave, 
The  more,  indifputably,  they  muft  have. 
Crown'd  Heads,  of  facing  mould  appear  Examples  > 
And  Britain  really  boafls  two  pretty  Samples ! 

The  modern  Poet  fmgs,  quoth  Tom  again, 
Qf  fvyeet  Excifemen  an  obliging  Train  j 

Who, 
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Who,  like  our  Guardian  Angels,  watch  our  Houfeg* 
And  add  another  civil  Obligation 
That  addeth  greatly  to  our  Reputation — 

Hug.,  in  our  Abfences,  our  loving  Spoufes. 

Reader !   when  tir'd,  I'm  fond  of  taking  .Breath. — - 
Now,  as  thou  doft  admire  the  true  Sublime, 
And,  confequently,  my  immortal  Rhyme, 

'Tis  clear  thou  never  can'fl  defire  my  Death  : — 

Swans,  in  their  Songs,  moft  mufically  die — 
If  that's  the  Cafe  then,  Reader,  fo  might  7. 
Let  me  then  join  my  Wifhes — flay  my  Rapture, 
And  nurfe  my  Lungs  to  fing  a  fecond  Chapters 
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IN  CONTINUATION. 


G 


•RANT  me  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  me 
"  none,'* 

Says  POPE  (I  don't  know  where)  a  little  Liar  j 
Who,  if  he  prais'd  a  man,  'twas  in  a  Tone 

That  made  his  Praife  like  Bunches  of  Sweet-Briar, 
Which,  whilft  a  pleafmg  Fragrance  it  be'ftows, 
Pops  out  a  pretty  Prickle  on  your  Nofe. 

Were  feme  Folks  to  exclaim,  who  fill  a  Throne, 

"  Grant  me  an  honed  Fame,  or  grant  me  none  j'» 
Such  PRINCES  were  upon  the  forlorn  Hope, — 

Soon,  very  foon,  to  Reputation  dead ; 
Their  idle  Laureats,  faith,  might  (hut  up  Shop, 

And  bid  their,  lofty  Genius  go  to  bed. 

Mufe,  this  is  all  well  faid ;  but,  not  t'offend  ye, 
I  beg  you  will  not  cultivate  Digreffion —  • 

Plead  not  the  Poet's  quidlibet  audendi ; 

For  furely  there  are  Limits  to  th'  ExprelTion. 

Then  ceafe  to  wanton  thus  in  Epifode, 

And  tell  the  World  of  Mr.  WARTON'S  Ode. 


The 
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The  modern  Poet,  Laureat  Thomas  lays, 
To  BOTANY'S  grand  liland  tunes  his  Lays,    * 

Fix'd  for  the  Swains  and  Damfels  of  St.  Giles, 
Whofe  Knowledge  in  the  Hocus-Pocus  Art 
Bids  them  from  BRITAIN  fomewhat  fudden  flan, 

To  teach  to  fbuthern  Climes  their  Minifterial  Wiles  ; 

Improve  the  Wifdom  of  the  Common  Weal, 
And  teach  the  fmiple  Natives  how  to  fteal, 
The  Picklock  Sciences  fo  dark,  explain, 
And  to  ingenious  Murther  turn  each  Brain. 

Quoth  Tom  again — the  modern  Poet  fings 
Of  fweet,  good-natur'd,  inoffenfive  Kings  ; 
Who,  by  a  Miracle,  efcap'd  with  Life— 
Efcap'd  a  Damfel's  mod  tremendous  Knife ; 
A  Knife  that  had  been  taught,  by  Toil  and  Art, 
To  pierce  the  Bowels  of  a  Pye  or  Tart, 

Thus,  having  giv'n  a  full  Difplay 

Of  what  our  Laureat  fays,  or  meant  to  fay; 

I'll  beg  of  Thomas  to  inftrudt  my  Ears, 
Why,  on  his  Verfes,  he  mould  call 

The  Knights  who  grac'd  the  high-arch'd  Hall, 
A  fet  of  *  Bears  ? 


*    Vtd.  the  Word  Savage  in  the  Laureat's  Ode  for  the  New 
Year. 

Why 


I     347     J 

Why  the  bold  fteel-clad  Knights  of  elder  Days 
Are  not  intitled  to  a  little  Praife, 
Who  for  God's  Caufe  did  Palace,  Houfe,  and  Hut 

fell, 

As  well  as  Monarchs  of  the  prefent  Date, 
\Vhofe  dear  Religion,  of  which  Poets  prate, 
Might  lodge,  without  much  fqueezing,  in  a  Nut- 
fliell? 

"  What  King  hath  fmall  Religion  :"  thou  replieft — 

"  If  G the  Th ...  thou  meaneft — Bard,  thou 

"  Heft." 

Hold,  Thomas— not  fo  furious—I  know  Things 

That  add  not  to  the  Piety  of 

I've  feen  a  K.  at  Chapel,  I  declare, 

Yawn,  gape,  laugh  in  the  middle  of  a  Pray'r — 

When  inwards  his  fad  Optics  ought  to  roll, 

To  view  the  dark  Condition  of  his  Soul ; 

Catch  up  an  Opera-Glafs  with  curious  Eye, 

Forgetting  God,  fome  Stranger's  Phiz  to  fpy, 

As  tho'  defirous  to  obferve,  if  Heav'n 

Had  Chriflian  Features  to  the  Vifage  giv'n  ; 

Then  turn  (for  kind  Communication,  keen) 

And  tell  fome  new-found  Wonders  to  the 

<e  Ah! 
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'*  Ah !  Peter,  Peter,"  Laureat  Thomas  cries, 
"  Thou  haft  no  Fear  of  KINGS  before  thy  Eyes; 
"  Great — Little — all,  with  thee,  are  equal  Jokes, 

And  mighty  Monarchs  merely  common  Folks. 

Ah !  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  Peter,  know — " 

Know  what? "  That  Monarchs  are  not  merely 

Show  ; 

"  Souls  they  poflefs,  and  on  a  glorious  Scale." 
To  this  I  anfwer,  Thomas,  with  a  Tale. 

A  Duke  of  Burgundy  (I  know  not  which) 
Thus  on  a  certain  time,  addrefs'd  a  Poet — 

"  I'm  much  afraid  of  that  fame  fcribbling  Itch — • 
"  You've  Wit — but  pray  be  cautious  how  you  mow  it  j 

"  Say  nothing  in  your  Rhymes  about  a  King — 

"  If  Praife — 'tis  Lies— — if  Blame—a  dangerous 
"  Thing," 

That  is,  the  DUKE  believ'd  the  KING  uncivil, 
Might  kick  the  faucy  Poet  to  the  Devil, 

T.  W. 

PETER,  there's  Odds  'twixt  flaring  and  flark  mad — • 

P.  P. 
Who  dares  deny  it  ?    So  there  is,  egad  ! 

T.  W. 
Thou  think'ft  no  Prince,  of  Common  Senfe  pqileft— 
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Thomas,  thou  art  miftaken,.  I  proteft — 

On  STANISLAUS  the  Mufe  could  pour  her  Strain, 

Who,  dying,  funk  a  Sun  upon  Lorraine  : 

Too,  like  the  parted  SUN,  with  Glory  crown'd — 

He  fill'd  with  Blufhes  deep  th'  Horizon  round. 

FREDERICK  the  GREAT,  who  died  the  other  day, 

Had  for  himfelf,  indeed,  a  deal  to  fay. 

We  muft  not  touch  upon  the  KING'S  Belief-— 
Becaufe  (I  fear)  he  feldom  faid  his  Pray'rs— * 

Nor  dare  we  fay  the  HERO  was  no  THIEF, 
Becaufe  he  plunder'd  ev'ry  Body's  Wares. 

I'm  told  the  EMPEROR  is  vaftly  wife — • 
And  hope  that  Madame  Fame  hath  not  told  Lies  : 
Yet,  in  his  Difputations  with  the  Dutch, 
The  MONARCH'S  Oratory  was  not  much : 
Full  many  a  Trope  from  Bayonet  and  Drum 
He  threaten'd — but,  behold !  'twas  all  a  Hum. 

Wife  are  our  gracious  Q^ 's  fuperb  Relations, 

The  Pride  and  Envy  of  the  German  Nations — 
People  of  Fafhion,  Worfhip,  Wealth,  and  State — 
Lo  !  what  Demand  for  them,  in  Heav'n,  of  late  ! 

Lo !  with  his  Knapfack,  ev'n  juft  now  departed, 
As  fine  a  Soldier,  faith,  as  ever  darted— 

Whom. 
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Whom  Death  did  almoft  dread  to  lay  his  Claws  on — 
Old  Captain — what's  his  Name  ? — *  SAXEHILBERG- 

HAUSEN  : 

For  whom  (with  Zeal,  for  F&iksefWor/hip,  burning) 
We  once  again  are  blacken'd  up  by  Mourning ; 
To  mow,  by  Glove,  Cloth,  Ribband,  Crape  and  Fan. 
A  Peck  of  Trouble  for  th*  old  Gentleman. 

Good-lack-a-dalfie  then !   what  Dozens 

Our  Q-—  hath  got  of  Uncles,  Aunts,  and  Coufms ! 

Egad,  if  thus  thofe  Folks  continue  dying, 
Each  BRITON  doom'd  to  Jifmal  Black, 
Muil  always  bear  a  Hearfe-like  Back, 

And,  like  HERACLITUS,  be  always  crying. 

Great  is  the  Northern  EMPRESS,  I  confefs ! 
Much,  inher  Humour,  like  our  good  QUEEN  BESS  : 

She  keeps  her  fair  Court-Dames  from  getting];  drunk  ; 
And  all  fo  temperate  herfelf,  Folks  fay, 
She  fcarcely  drinks  a  Dozen  Drams  a  Day ; 

And,  in  Love-matters ,  is  a  C)UEEN  of  Spunk. 
And  when  on  Horfe-back — lo  i  with  wanly  Pride, 
This  brave  SEMIRAMIS  doth  fit  njlridc! 

*  Great  Uncle  to  our  moil  gracious  Q^  He  died  in  the 
EMPEROR'S  Service. 

•j-  At  an  Afiembly,  fome  Years  fince,  at  Peterfburg,  which 
•vvas  honoured  with  the  EMPRESS'S  Prefence,  one  of  the  Rule* 
was,  "  That  no  Lady  fhould  come  drunk  into  the  ROQITU" 

Yet 


Yet  like  I  not  fuch  Woman  for  a  Wife^- 
Such  Heroines,  in  a  matrimonial  Strife, 

Might  hammer  from  one's  tender  Head  hard  Notes : 
I  own  my  Delicacy  is  fo  great, 
I  cannot  in  Difpute,  with  Rapture,  meet 

Women  who  look  like  Men  in  Petticoats. 

Oft  in  a  learn'd  Difpute  upon  a  Cap, 

By  way  of  Anfwer,  one  might  have  a  Slap — 
P'rhaps  on  a  fimple  Petticoat  or  Gown — 

Nay !   poffibly  on  MADAM'S  being  kift ! 
And  really,  I  would  rather  be  knock'd  down 

By  Weight  of  Argument,  than  Weight  of  Fijh 

I  like  not  Dames  whofe  Converfation  runs 

On  Battles,  Sieges',  Mortars  and  great  Guns—- 
The milder  BEAUTIES  win  my  foften'd  Soul ; 

Who  look  for  Fafhions  with  defiring  Eyes ; 
Pleas'd  when  on  Wigs  the  Converfations  roll, 

Cork  Rumps,  and  Merrythoughts,  and  Lovers' 
Sighs. 

Lovi: !   when  I  marry,  give  me  not  an  Ox — 
I  hate  a  WOMAN  like  a  SENTRY-BOX  ; 
Nor  can  I  cieern  the  DAME  a  charming  Creature 
Whofe  hard  Face  holds  an  Oath  in  ev'ry  Feature. 
In  Women — Angel -fweetnefs  let  me  fee- 
No  galloping  Horfe-Godmothers  for  me. 

I  own 


I  own  I  cannot  brook  fuch  many  Btlles 
As  MADEMOISELLE  D'EoNs,  and  HANNAH  SNELLS. 
Yet  Men  are  there,  (how  firange  are  LOVE'S  De- 
crees i) 
Whom  vulgar,  coarfe  JACK-GENTLEWOMEN  pleafe. 

How  difFrent,  SILVIA,  from  thy  Form  fo  fair  ! 
That  triumphs  in  a  Love-infpiriiig  Air ; 

Superior  beaming  ev'n  where  Thoufands  mine—- 
Thy Form !  where  ail  the  tender  Graces  play^ 
That,  bluming,  feem  in  ev'ry  Smile  to  fay, 

"  Behold !  we  boaft  an  Origin  divine !" — 

See  too  the  QUEEN  OF  FRANCE — a  Gem,  I  ween! 

With  rev'rence  let  me  hail  that  charming  Queen, 
Blifs  to  the  King,  and  Luflre  Jo  her  Race : 

Though  VENUS  gave  of  Beauty  half  her  Store, 

And  all  the  GRACES  bid  a  World  adore — 
Kef  fmalleft  Beauties  are  the  Charms  of  Face. 

'  T.  W. 

fieav'ns !  why  abroad  for  Virtues  muft  you  roam  r 
P.  P. 

Becaufe  I  cannot  find  them,  Tom,  at  Home. 

I  beg  your  Pardon — yes — the  PRINCE  of  WALES 
(Whofe  Adlicns  fmile  Contempt  on  SCANDAL'S 
Tales; 

Ranks 
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Ranks  in  the  Mufe's  Favour,  high — 
I  \\ittifome  Folks,  that  I  mould  name  with  Eafe, 
Bleft  with  his  Head — bis  Heart — his  Pow'rs  to 
pleafe — 

Then  PITY'S  Soul  would  ceafe  from  many  a  Sigh. 

The  crouching  Courtiers,  that  furround  a  Throne, 
And  learn  to  fpeak  and  grin  from  ONE  alone, 

Who  watch,  like  Dancing-Dogs,  their  Mailer's  Nod, 
Are  ready  now,  if  Horfewhipp'd  from  their  Places, 
At  CARLTON-HOUSE  to  mew  their  fupple  Faces, 

And  call  the  PRINCE  they  vilify,  a  GOD. 

T.  W. 

.Think'ft  thou  not  CAESAR  doth  the  Arts  poflefs  ? 

P.  P. 

Arts  in  Abundance ! — Yes,  Tom — yes,  Tom — yes ! 

T.  W. 

Think'fl  thou  not  C^SAR  would  each  Joy  forego, 
.To  make  his  Children  happy? 

P.  P. 

No,  Tom — no. 

T.  W. 
What !  not  one  Bag,  to  blefs  a  Child  beftow  ? — 

P.  P. 

Heav'n  help  thy  Folly  ! — no,  Tom — no,  Tom — no  ! 
A  a  -The 
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The  fordid  Souls  that  Avarice  enflaves, 
Would  gladly  grafp  their  Guineas  in  their  Gravet : 
Like  that  old  GREEK — a  miferable  Cur, 
Who  made  himfelf  his  own  Executor. 

A  Cat  is  with  her  Kittens  much  delighted; 

She  licks  fo  lovingly  their  Mouths  and  Chins  : 
At  ev'ry  Danger,  Lord !  how  Pufs  is  frighted — 

She  curls  her  Back,  and  fwells  her  Tail,  and  grins : 
Rolls  her  wild  Eyes,  and  claws  the  Backs  of  Curs 
Who  fmell  too  curious  to  her  Children's  Furs. 

This  happens  whilft  her  Cats  are  young,  indeed  ; 

But  when  grown  up,  alas!  how  chang'd  their  Luck! 
No  more  (he  plays  at  Bo-peep  with  her  Breed, 

Lies  down,  and  mewing  bids  them  come  and  fuck. 

No  more  me  fports  and  pats  them,  frifks  and  purs : 
Plays  with  their  little  Tails,  and  licks  their  Furs ; 
But  when  they  beg  her  Bleffing  and  Embraces^ 
Spits,  like  a  dirty  Vixen,  in  their  Faces. 

Nay,  after  making  the  poor  Lambkins  fly. 
She  watches  the  dear  Babes  with  fquinting  Eye ; 
And  if  Ihe  fpies  thevm  with  a  Bit  of  Meat, 
Springs  on  their  Property,  and  fteals  their  Treat — 
No  more  a  tender  Love  (he  feems  to  feel — 
The  Dev'l,  for  her,  may  eat  'em  at  a  Meal — 

With 
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With  all  her  Soul  —  the  Jade,  fo  wond'rous 
Cries,  "  Off!    You  now  are  at  your  own  Beard- 
"  fhavin." 


. 


So  —  to  fome  K  -  s  this  Evil  doth  belong  — 
Th'  Intelligence  is  good,  I  make  no  doubt  — 

Who  really  love  their  Offspring  when  they're  young, 

But  lofe  that  fond  Affedlion  when  they're  ftout  ; 
Far  off  they  fend  them  —  not  a  Sixpence  give  — 

I  wonder,  Thomas,  where  fuch  M  -  HS  livel 

Should  fuch  one,  Thomas,  come  acrofs  thy  way, 
And  for  thy  Flatt'ry,  offer  Buts  of  Sack  ; 

Say  plainly,  that  he  would  difgrace  thy  Lay  ; 
And  turning  on  him  thy  Pindaric  Back, 

Bid,  like  a  Porcupine,  thine  Anger  brittle, 

Nor  damn  thy  precious  Soul  to  wet  thy 
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CONCLUSION. 

THINK  not,   Friend   TOM,  I  envy   thee  thy 
Rhyme, 

By  number?,  I  allure  thee,  deem'd  fublime ; 
Or  that  thy  Ldiireat's  Place  my  Spleen  provokes : 

The  KING  (good  Man!;  and  I  Ihould  never  quarrel, 

E'en  though  his  Royal  Wif/dom  gave  the  Laurel 
To  Mr..  TOM-A-STILES  or  JOHN-A-NOKES. 

Old-falhion'd,  as  if  tutor'd  in  the  Ark, 
I  never  figh'd  for  Glory's  high  Degrees ; 

This  very  Inftant,  fhould  our  Grand  M-onarqttc 
Say,  "  PETER  ;    be  my  Laureat,  if  you  pleafe ;" 

"  No,  pleafe  your  Majefty,"  Ihould  be  my  Anfwer, 
With  fweetefl  Diffidence  and  rnodeii  Grace  : 

"  The  Office  fuits  a  more  ingenious  Man,  Sir ; 
"  In  God's  Name,  therefore,  let  £/;//,  have  the 
"  Place : 

"  Unlike  the  Poets,  'tis  my  vaft  Affliction 

c<  To  be  a  miferable  Hand  at  Fifliw. 

"  But,  Sir,  I'll  find  fome  Lyric  Undertaker, 

"  Acroftic,  Rebus,  or  Conundrum-Maker, 

Ci  Vvho  oft  hath  rode  old  Pegafus  fo  fiery, 

44  And  won  the  Sweepftakes  in  the  LADY'S  DIARY." 

AN 
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ODE     UPON     ODE. 


JLVEADER,  I  folemnly  proteft, 

I  thought  that  I  had  work'd  up  all  my  rhyme ! 
What  ftupid  Demon  hath  my  brain  poffefs'd? 

I  prithee  pardon  me  this  time. 

• 

Afford  thy  patience  through  more  Ode; 
'Tis  not  a  vaft  extent  of  road : 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along: 
Moil:  nimbly  mall  old  Pegafus,  my  hack,  ftir, 

To  drop  the  image — prithee  hear  more  fong, 
Some  '  more  loft  words  of  Mr.  Baxter*' 

ODE, 
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ODE. 

WORLD!  flop  thy  mouth — I  am  refolv'd  to  rhyme; 
-I  cannot  throw  away  a  vein  fublime. 

If  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  brag, 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow  in  the  Bible, 
Venting  upon  his  matter  a  rank  libel, 

Conceal  my  talent  in  a  rag. 
Kings  mufl  continue  ftill  to  be  my  theme — 
Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream. 

As  beggars  ev'ry  night,  we  muft  fuppofe, 
Dream  of  their  vermin,  in  their  beds ; 

Becaufe,  as  ev'ry  body  knows, 

Such  things  are  always  running  in  their  heads. 

Befides — were  I  to  write  of  common  folks, 
No  foul  would  buy  my  rhymes  fo  flrange,  and  jokes  ; 
Then  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beef,  and  pork — 
How  would  my  mafticating  mufcles  work  ? 

Indeed,  I  dare  not  fay  they  would  be  idle, 
But,  like  my  Pegafus's  chops,  fo  flout, 

Who  plays  and  wantons  with  his  bridle, 
And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about. 

So 
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So  mine  would  work — on  what  ?  my  reader  cries, 
With  a  (iretch'd  pair  of  unbelieving  eyes-— 
Heav'n  help  thy  moft  unpenetrating  wit ! 
On  a  hard  morfel — HUNGER'S  iron  bit. 

By  all  the  rhyming  goddefles  and  gods 
I  will — I  mu/l,  perfifl  in  Odes — 

And  not  a  pov/'r  on  earth  fha'.l  hinder — 
I  hear  both  *  Universities  exclaim, 
*'  PETER,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame 

"  EugCj  Poeta  magnc — well  faid,  PINDAR!" 

Yet  fome  approach  with  apoftolic  face, 
And  cry,  "  O  PETER,  what  a  want  of  grace 

"  Thus  in  thy  rhyme  to  roaft  a  King !" 
I  roaft  a  King !  by  heav'ns  'tis  not  a  fact — 
I  fcorn  fuch  wicked  and  difloyal  aft — 

Who  dares  affert  it,  fays  a  fianderous  thing. 

Hear  what  I  have  to  fay  of  Kings — 

If  unfublime  they  deal  in.  childifh  things, 

*  The  violence  of  the  TJniverfitics  on  this  occafion  may  pro". 
bably  arife  from  the  contempt  thrown  on  them  by  Kis  Majclty's 
fending  the  Royal  children  to  Gottengen  for  education  ;  but 
have  not  their  Majeilies  amply  made  it  up  to  Oxford  by  a  vifit 
to  that  celebrated  feminary — and  is  not  Cambridge  to  receive 
the  fame  honour  ? 

And 
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And  yield  not,  of  reform,  a  ray  of  hope ; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  ftraight  appears  to  me 
A  roafter  of  himfelf — Felo  de  fe — 

I  only  a&  as  Cook,  and  dijh  him  up. 

Reader !    another  fimile  as  rare— » 
My  verfes  form  a  fort  of  bill  of  fare, 
Informing  guefts  what  kind  of  fiefh  and  fifli 
Is  to  be  found  within  each  difh  ; 
That  eating  people  may  not  be  miftaken, 
And  take  for  ortolan,  a  lump  of  bacon. 

Whenever  I  have  heard  of  Kings 

Who  place  in  goflipings,  and  -news,  their  pride, 
And  knowing  family  concerns — mean  things, 
Very  judicioufly  indeed,  I've  cry'd, 

"  I  wonder 

"  How  their  blind  (tars  could  make  fo  grofs  a  blun- 
der ! 

"  Inftead  of  fitting  on  a  throne 

"  In  purple  rich — of  (late  fo  full,  x 

"  They  mould  have  had  an  apron  on, 

"  And,  feated  on  a  three -legg'd  flool, 
"  Commanded  of  fcdead  hair,  the  fprigs 

"  To  do  their  duty  upon  wigs. 

By 
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"  By  fuch  miflakes,  is  nature  often  foilM : 
"  Such  improprieties  ihould  never  fpring — 

"  Thus  a  fine  chattering  barber  may  be  fpoil'd, 
"  To  make  a  moil  indiiFrent  King." 

"  Sir,  Sir,  (I  hear  the  world  exclaim) 

"  At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim — 

"  How  dare  you,  with  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
"  Tread  like  a  horfe  on  kingly  kibes  ?" 

Folks  who  can't  fee  their  errors,  can't  reform : 
No  plainer  axiom  ever  came  from  man ; 

And  'tis  a  Chriflian's  duty,  in  a  ftorm, 
To  fave  his  finking  neighbour,  if  he  can : 

Thus  /  to  Kings  my  Ode  of  Wifdom  pen, 

Becaufe  your  Kings  have  fouls  like  common  men. 

The  Bible  warrants  me  to  fpeak  the  truth — 
Nor  mealy-mouth'd  my  tongue  in  filence  keep : 

Did  not  good  NATHAN  tell  that  buckim  youth, 
DAVID  the  KING,  that  he  dole  fheep? 

Stole  poor  URIAH'S  little  fav'rite  lamb—- 
An eye  it  chanc'd  td  be,  and  not  a  ram — 
For  had  it  been  a  ram,  the  royal  glutton 
Had  never  meddled  with  URIAH'S  mutton. 

What 
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What  modern  Courtier,  pray,  hath  got  the  face 

To  fay  to  Majefty— "  O  King, 
"  At  fuch  a  time,  in  fuch  a  place, 

"  You  did  a  very  foolifh  thing?" 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory, 
Would  publifh  of  his  King  this  fimple  (lory  ? 


THE 
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THE 


APPLE   DUMPLINGS   AND  A   KING. 


ONCE  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tir'd  with  hooping, 
Whipping  and  fpurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defencelefs,  harmlefs  buck, 
The  horfe  and  rider  wet  as  muck, 
From  his  high  confequence  and  wifdom  flooping, 
Enter'd,  through  curioflty,  a  cot, 
Where  fat  a  poor  old  woman  with  her  pot. 

The  wrinkl'd,  blear-ey'd,  good  old  granny, 
In  this  fame  cot  illuni'd  by  many  a  cranny, 

Had  finim'd  apple  dumplings  for  her  pot : 
In  tempting  row  the  naked  dumplings  lay, 
When,  lo !   the  Monarch,  in  his  ufual  way, 

Like  lightning  fpoke,  "  What's  this?  what's  this? 
what  ?  what :"  ' 

Then  taking  up  a  dumpling  in  his  hand, 
His  eyes  with  admiration  did  expand — 

And 
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And  ofc  did  Majefty  the  dumpling  grapple : 
<c  'Tis  monftrous,  monurous  hard  indeed,"  he  cried  : 
"  What  makes  it,  pray  fo  hard  ?"— The  Dame  re- 
plied, 

Low  curtfying,  "  Pleafe  Your  Majefty,  the  apple." 

"  Very  aftonifhmg  indeed  ! — ftrange  thing!" 
Turning  the  dumpling  round,  lejoin'd  the  King. 
"  'Tis  moft  extraordinary'  then,  all  this  is—*-' 
"  It  beats  Pinetti's  conjuring  all  to  pieces — 
"  Strange  I  mould  never  of  a  dumpling  dream— 
"  But,  Goody,  tell  me  where,  where,,  where's  the 
feam?" 

"  Sir,  there's  no  feam  (quoth  flie)  ;    I  never  knew 
•'  That  folks  did  apple  dumplings  Jciv>" — 
"  No  !  fcried  the  (taring  Monarch  with  a  grin/' 
u  How, "how  the  devil  got  the  apple  in?" 

Reader,  thou  likeft  not  my  tale — ^look'ft  blue—*- 
Thou  art  a  Courtier — roared  "  Lies,  Lies,  Lies!" 
Do,  for  a  moment,  flop  thy  cries — 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  infidel,  'tis  true. 

Why  mould  it  not  be  true  ?•  The  great  eft  men 
May  afh  a  foolifh  queftion  now  and   then — 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages : 
Folly  lays  many  a  trap — we  can't  efcape  it : 
Nemo  (fays  fome  one)  omnibus  horls  faplt : 

Then  why  not  Kings,  like  me  and  other  fages  ? 

Far 


C   367   3 

Far  from  defpifing  Kings,  I  like  the  breed. 

Provided  King- like  they  behave: 
Kings  are  an  inftrument  we  needj 

Juft  as  we  razors  want -to  fhave; 

To  keep  the  State's  face  fmooth — give  it  an  air — 
Like  my  Lord  North's  fo  jolly,  round,,  and  fair. 

My  fenfe  of  Kings  tho'  freely  I  impart— 
I  hate  not  royalty,  Heav'n  knows  my  heart : 
Princes  and  Princes  I  like,  fo  loyal 

Great  GEORGE'S  children  are  my  great  delight  j 
The  fweet  Augufta,  and  fweet  Princefs  Royal, 

Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  pray'rs  by  night. 

Yes !  I  like  Kings — and  oft  look  back  .with  pride 
Upon  the  Edwards,  Harrys  of  our  ifle 

Great  fouls !   in  virtue  as  in  valour  try'd, 

Whofe  actions  bid  the  cheek  of  Britons  fmile« 

Mufe  !    let  us  alfo  forward  look, 

And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 

Behold !   the  fceptre  young  AUGUSTUS  fways ; 

I  hear  the  mingled  voice  of  millions  rife  ; 

I  fee  uprais'd  to  Heav'n  their  ardent  eyes ; 
That  for  their  Monarch  a(k  a  length  of  days. 

Bright  in  the  'brigbteft  annals  of  renown, 
Behold  fair  Fame  his  youthful  temples  crown 

-With 


With  laurels  of  unfading  bloom  ; 
Behold  DOMINION  fwell  beneath  his  care* 
And  GENIUS,  riling  from  a  dark  defpair, 

His  long-extinguim'd  fires  relume. 

Such  are  the  Kings  that  fuit  my  tafte,  I  own  — 
Not  thofe  where  all  the  littleneffei  join  — 

Whofe  fouls  mould  ftart  to  find  their  lot  a  throne, 
And  blufh  to  mow  their  nofes  on  a  coin. 

Reader,  for  fear  of  wicked  applications, 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  of  foreign  nations. 

Poets  (fo  unimpeach'd  tradition  fays) 
The  fole  hiftorians  were  of  antient  days, 

Who  help'd  their  heroes  Fame's  high  hill  to  clamber; 
Penning  their  glorious  acts  in  language  flrong, 
And  thus  preferring,  by  immortal  fong, 

Their  names  amidit  their  tuneful  amber. 


What  am  /  doing  ?  Lord  i  the  very 
Preferving  many  a  deed  deferring  Fame, 

Which  that  old  lean-devouring  mark  call'd  Time 
Would,  without  ceremony,  eat, 
In  my  opinion,  far  too  rich  a  treat——— 

I  therefore  merit  flatues  for  my  rhyme. 


All 
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*'*  All  this  is  laudable,  (a  Quaker  cries) 
"  But  let  grave  Wifdom  all  thy  verfes  rule ; 

"  Put  out  thine  IRON  Y's  two  fquinting  eyes— 
"  Defpife  thy  grinning  monkey,  RIDICULE." 

What!  flight  my  fportive  monkey,  RIDICULE, 
Who  acts  like  birch  on  boys  at  fchool, 
Neglecting  leflbns — truant,  perhaps,  whole  weeks ! 

My  RIDICULE,  with  humour  fraught,  and  wit, 

Is  that  fatiric  friend,  a  gouty  fit, 
Which  bites  men  into  health  and  rofy  cheeks. 

A  moral  Mercury  that  cleanfeth  fouls 

Of  ills  that  with  them  play  the  devil 

Like  mercury  that  much  the  pow'r  controuls 
Of  prefents  gain'd  from  ladies  over  civil. 

Reader,  I'll  brag  a  little,  if  you  pleafe ; 

The  antients  did  fo,  therefore  why  not  If 
Lo !   for  my  wond'rous  cures  I  aik  no  fees, 

Whilft  other  Doctors  let  their  patients  die  5 

That  is,  fuch  patients  as  can't  pay  for  cure— - 
A  very  felfilh,  wicked  thing,  I'm  fure. 

Now  though  I'm  foul  phyfician  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  fmalleft  thing 

B  b  For 
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For  all  the  threfhing  of  my  virtuous  brains  j 
Nay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  flate  t'  impart, 
So  well  I  know  my  royal  patient's  heart, 

He  would  not  give  me  two  pence  for  my  pains. 

But  hark  !   folks  fay  the  King  is  very  mad — 
The  news,  if  true,  indeed,  were  very  fad, 

And  far  too  ferious  an  affair  to  mock  it — 
Yet  how  can  this,  agree  with  what  I've  heard, 
That  fo  much  by  him  are  my  rhymes  rever'd — 

He  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket : 

And  when  thrown  out — which  often  is  the  cafe, 
(In  bacon  hunting,  or  of  bucks  the  race) 

My.verle  fo  much  his  Majefty  bewitches, 
That  out  he  pulls  my  honour'd  Odes, 
And  reads  them,  on  the  turnpike  roads — 

Now  under  trees  and  hedges — now  in  ditches. 


ti- 


!  with  ailonimment,  a  found  I  hear, 
That  (bikes  tremendous  on  my  ear  ; 
It  fays,  Great  Arden,  commonly  call'd  Pepper, 
Of  ri'iighty  George's  thunderbolts  the  keeper, 
lult  like  of  Jupiter  the  famous  eagle, 
is  v.rder'd  out  to  hunt  rue  like  a  beagle. 

Hut,  eagle  Pepper,  give  my  love 
Vino  th-  lofty  matter^  MR.  JOVE, 

And 
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And  afk  how  it  can  fquare  with  his  religion, 
To  bid  thee,  without  mercy,  fall  on, 
With  thy  fhort  fturdy  beak,  and  iron  talon, 

A  pretty,  little,  harmlefs,  cooing  pigeon  ? 

X 

By  Heav'ns,  I  difbelieve  the  fact 

A  Monarch  cannot  fo  unwifely  act! 

Suppofe  that  Kings,  fo  rich,  are  always  mumping, 
Praying  and  preffing  Minifters  for  money ; 

Bidding  them  on  our  hive  fpoor  bees  0  be  thumping, 
Trying  to  (hake  out  ail  our  honey  ; 

A  thing  that  oft  hath  happened  in  our  ifle  ! — 
Pray,  fhan't  we  be  allow'd  to  fmile  ? 
To  cut  a  joke,  or  epigram  contrive, 
By  way  of  folace  for  our  plunder 'd  hive  ? 

A  King  of  France,  (I've  loft  the  Monarch's  name,) 
Who  avaricious  got  himfelf  bad  fame, 
By  moft  unmannerly  and  thievifli  plunges 
Into  his  fubjects  purfes, 
A  deep  manoeuvre  that  obtain'd  their  Curfes, 

Becaufe  it  treated  gentlefolks  like  fpunges. 

* 

To  mow  how  much  they  relifn'd  not  fuch  fqueezing? 
Such  goods  and  chattel-feizing, 

B  b  2  They 
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They  publim'd-  libels  to  difplay  their  hate, 
To  comfort,  in  fome  fort,  their  fouls, 
For  fuch  a  number  of  large  holes, 

Eat  by  this  Rpyal  Rat  in  each  eflate. 

The  PREMIER  op'd  his  gullet  like  a  {hark, 
To  hear  fuch  fatires  on  the  Grand  Moriarque, 

And  roar'd— *-"  Meffieurs,  you  foon  mall  feel 
"  My  criticifm  upon  your  ballads, 
"  Not  to  your  tafle  fo  fweet  as  frogs  and  fallacis, 

"  A  flrlfture  critical  yclep'd  BASTILE."' 

But  firft  he  told.  the. tidings  to  the  King, 
Then  fwore  par  Dleu  that  he  would  quickly  bring 

Unto  the  grinding-flcne  their  nofes.down — 
No,  net  .-a  foul -of  Jem, mqu'Id' ever  thrive; 
He'd  flay  them,  like  St.  BARTLEMEW,  alive — ' 

Villains !    for  daring  to  infult  the  Cro\vn. 

The  Monarch  .heard  Monfieur  ie  PREMIER  out, 
And,  fmiling  on  his  loyalty  fo  flout,      - 

Replied-—"  Monfieur  le  PREMIER, .you  are  wrong, 
"  Don't  of  the  pleafurc.  let  .them  be  debarr'd — 
"  You  know  how  we  have  ferv'd  'em — faith !  'tis 

"  hard 
"  They  ihould  not  for  their  money  have  a..fcng." 

OVID, 
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OVID,  fweet  (lory-teller  of  old  times, 

Unluckily  tranfported  for  his  rhymes, 
Addrefs'd  his  book  before  he  bade  it  walk; 

Therefore  my  Worfliip,  and  my  Ode, 

In  imitation  of  fuch  claffic  mode, 
Muft,  like  two  Indian  nations,  have  a  Talk. 

"  Dear  Ode  !  whofe  verfe  the  true  fublime  affords, 
"  Go,  vifit  Kings,  Queens,  Parafites,  and  Lords ; 
"  And  if  thy  modefl  beauties  they  adore, 
"  Inform  them,  they  mail  fpeedily  have  more." 

But  poflibly  a  mighty  King  may  fay — 
"  Ode !  Ode !— What  ?  What  ?   I  hate  your  rhyme 
haranguing ;  ' 

"  I'd  rather  hear  a  jackafs  bray : 
•**  I  never  knew  a  poet  worth  the  hanging.. 

"  I  hate,  abhor  them— rbut  I'll  clip  their  wings : 

"  I'll  teach  the  faucy  knaves  to  laugh  at  Kings ; 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  rhyming  rogues  their  fongsfhall  rue, 

"  A  ragged,  bold-fac'd,  ballad-finging  crew. 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  poets  mail  my  pow'r  confefs*; 

"  I'll  maul  that  fpawning  devil  call'd  the  Prefs." 

If  furious  thus  exclaim  a  King  of  glory, 
Tell  him,  O  gentle  Mufe,  this  pithvito.ry: 

"  Caraite 
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*£  Canute  was  by  his  nobles  taught  to  fancy, 
"  That  by  a  kind  of  royal  necromancy 

"  He  had  the  pow'r  Old  Ocean  to  controul  — 
"  Down  rufb'd  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  Strand, 
*'  And  nTued,  like  a  Solomon,  command  — 
"  Poor  foul!" 


fi  Go  back,  ye  waves,  you  blufl'ring  rogues," 

he,-  ^ 
"  Touch  not  your  Lord  and  Mailer  SEA, 

"  For  by  my  pow'r  almighty,  if  you  do  — 
*'  Then  flaring  vengeance  —  out  he  held  a  flick, 
"  Vowing  to  drive  Old  Ocean  to  Old  Nick, 

"  Shdu'd  he  ev'n  wet  the  latchet  of  his  fhoe." 

The  Sea  retir'd  —  the  Monarch  fierce  rufh'd  on, 
And  look'd  as  if  he'd  drive  him  from  the  land—  * 

But  SEA  not  caring  to  be  put  upon, 
Made  for  a  moment  a  bold  fland  : 

Not  only  make  *  fland  did  Mr.  OCEAN, 
But  to  his  honefl  waves  he  made  a  motion, 

And  bid  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimming  : 
The  orders  feem'd  a  deal  the  waves  to  tickle, 
For  foon  they  put  his  Majefty  in  pickle; 

And  fat  his  Royalties,  like  geefe,  a  fwimming. 

All  hands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar, 
Soon  did  they  make  him  wifh  himfelf  on  ihore  ; 

His 
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His  head  and  ears  mod  handfomely  they  dou&'d— <• 
Juft  like  a  porpoife,  with  one  general  (hout, 
The  waves  fo  tumbled  the  poor  King  about — • 

No  Anabaptift  e'er  was  half  fp  fous'd. 

At  length  to  land  he  crawl'd,  a  half  drown'd  thing, 
Indeed  more  like  a  crab  than  like  a  King, 

And  found  his  Courtiers  making  rueful  faces : 
But  what  faid  Canute  to  the  Lords  and  Gentry, 
Who  haii'd  him  from  the  water,  on  his  entry, 

All  trembling  for  their  lives  or  places  ? 

"  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 
"  I've  had  with  Mr.  SEA  a  pretty  buftle; 

**  My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over-nice, 
"  Juft  made  a  jeft  for  ev'ry  ihrimp  and  mufcle : 


A  pretty  trick  for  one  of  my  dominion ! 
My  Lords,  I  thank  you  for  your  great  c 


opinion. 


w  You'll  fay,  perhaps,  I've  only  loft  one  game, 
"  And  bid  me]  try  another — for  the  rubber — 

"  Permit  me  to  inform  you  all,  with  mame, 
"  That  you're  a  fet  of  knaves,  and  I'm  a  lubber." 

Such  is  the  ftory,  my  dear  Ode, 
Which  thou  wilt  bear — a  facred  load! 
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Yet,  much  I  fear,  'twill  be  of  no  great  ufe : 
Kings  are  in  general  obftinate  as  mules ; 
Thofe  who  furround  them,  moflly  rogues  and  fools, 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 

Yet  flories,  fcntences,  and  golden  rules, 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools ; 

But  this  unluckily  the  fimple  fact  is : 
Thofe  rogues  and  fools  do  nothing  but  admire? 
r4nd  all  fo  dev'lifh  modefl,  don't  defire 

The  glory  of  reducing  them  to 
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Mr.  WHITBREAD's  BREWHOUSE, 


Sic  tranjit  Gloria  Mundi! OLD  SuN-DiALS. 

From  Houfe  of  Buckingham,  in  grand  Parade, 
To  Whitbread's  Brewhoufc  moy'd  the  Cavalcade  ! 
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ARGUMENT. 

1ETER'/  loyalty.  He  fufpefietb  Mr.  Warton  of 
joking.  Complimenteth  the  Poet  Laureat.  Peter  dif- 
fereth  In  opinion  from  Mr.  Warton.  Taketb  up  the 
cudgels  for  KING  EDWARD,  KING  HARRY  V.  and 
CKiEEN  BESS.  Feats  on  Blackheath  and  Wimbledon 
performed  by  our  mcft  gracious  Sovereign.  King 
CHARLES  II.  half  damned  by  PETER,  yet  praifed 
for  keeping  company  'with  gentlemen.  PETE&praifetb 
himfelf.  PETER  reproved  by  Mr.  WARTON.  De* 
fireth  Mr.  WARTON'J  prayers.  A  fnefimile.  PE~ 
TE&  Jiill  fufpefteth  the  Laureat  of  ironical  dealings. 
PETER  expoftulateth  with  Mr.  WARTON.  Mr. 
WARTON  replieth.  PETER  adminijlereth  bold  advice. 
Wittily  calleth  death  and phyficians  poachers.  Praifetb 
the  King  for  paternal  tendernefs.  PETER  maketh  a 
natural  fimile.  PETER  furthermore  telleth  THOMAS 
WARTON  what  to  fay.  PETER  giveth  a  beautiful 
example  of  Odf -writing. 
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CONTENTS    OF    THE    ODE. 

JTlIS  Majefty's  love  for  the  arts  and  fciences  even  In  qua- 
drupeds. His  refolution  to  know  the  hiftory  of  brewing 
beer.  BILLY  RAM  us  fent  ambaflador  to  Chifwel-Street. 
Interview  between  MeiTrs.  Ramus  and  Whitbread.  Mr. 
"VVhitbread's  bow  and  compliments  to  his  Majefty.  Mr. 
Ramus's  return  from  his  embafly.  Mr.  Whitbread's  terrors 
defcribed  to  Majefty  by  Mr.  Ramus.  The  King's  pleafure 
thereat.  Defcription  of  people  of  worfhip.  Account  of 
the  Whitbread  preparation.  The  royal  cavalcade  to  Chi£- 
well-Street.  The  arrival  at  the  brewhoufe.  Great  joy  of 
Mr.  Whitbread.  His  Majefty's  nod,  the  (Queen's  clip,  and 
a  number  of  queftions.  A  Weft-India  Jitnils.  The  mar- 
veilings  of  the  draymen  defcribed.  His -Majefty  peepeth 
into  a  pump.  Beautifully  compared  to  a  magpie  peeping 
into  a  marrow-bone.  The  minute  curiofity  of  the  King, 
Mr.  Whitbread  endeavoureth  to  furprize  Majefty.  His 
Majefty  puzzleth  Mr.  Whitbread.  Mr.  Whitbread's  horfe 
exprefieth  wonder.  Alfo  Mr.  Whitbread's  dog.  His  Ma- 
jefty maketh  laudable  enquiry  about  porter.  Again  puz- 
zleth Mr.  Whitbread.  The  King  noteth  notable  things. 
Profound  Queftions  propofed  by  Majefty.  As  profoundly 
anfwered  by  Mr.  Whitbread.  Majefty  in  a  miftake,  Cor- 
ie£ted  by  the  brewer.  A  nofe  ftmlle.  Majefty's  admira- 
tion 
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{ion  of  the  bell.  Good  manners  of  the  bell.  Fine  appear- 
ance p{  Mr.  Whitbread's  pigs,  Majefty  propofeth  quef- 
tions,  but  benevolently  waiteth  not  for  anfwers.  Peter  tel- 
leth  the  duty  of  Kings,  Difcovereth  one  of  his  fhrewd 
maxims.  Sublime  Junile  of  a  water-fpout  and  a  King.  The 
great  ufe  of  aiking  queftions./  The  habitation  of  Truth. 
The  collation.  The  wonders  performed  by  the  royal  vifi- 
tors.  Majefty  propofeth  to  take  leave,  OfFereth  knight- 
hood to  Mr.  Whitbread.  Mr.  Whitbread's  objections. 
The  King  runneth  a  rig  on  his  hoft.  Mr.  Whitbread 
fhanketh  Majefty.  Mifs  Whitbread  curtfieth.  The  Queen 
dippeth.  The  cavalcade  departeth. 


Peter  triumpheth.  Admonimeth  the  Laureat.  Peter 
froitieth  over  the  Laureat.  Difcovereth  deep  knowledge  of 
Kings,  and  furgeons,  and  men  who  have  loft  their  legs. 
Peter  reafoneth.  Vaunteth.  Even  infulteth  the  Laureat. 
Petei*proclaimeth  his  peaceable  difpofition.  Praifeth  Ma- 
jefty, and  concludeth  with  a  prayer  for  curicus  KINGS. 
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A   O  M,  foon  as  e'er  thou  ftrik'ft  thy  golden  lyre, 
Thy  brother  Peter's  mufe  is  all  on  fire, 

To  fing  of  Kings  and  Queens,  andfuch  rare  folk; 
Yet  midft  thy  heap  of  compliments  fo  fine, 
Say,  may  we  venture  to  believe  a  line  ? 

You  Oxford  wits  moft  dearly  love  a  joke. 

Son  of  the  NINE,  thou  writeft  well  on  nought — 
Thy  thund'ring  ftanza,  and  its  pompous  thought, 

I  think  muft  put  a  dog  into  a  laugh: 
EDWARD,  and  HARRY,  were  much  braver  men 
Than  this  new  chriften'd  hero  of  thy  pen  j 

Yes,  laurell'd  ODE-MAN,  braver  far,  by  half. 

Tho'  on  Blackheath,  and  Wimbledon's  wide  plain, 
GEORGE  keeps  his  hat  off  in  a  fhow'r  of  rain ; 
Sees  fwords  and  bayonets  without  a  dread, 
Nor  at  a  volley  winks,  nor  ducks  his  head. 

Although 
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Although  at  grand  reviews  he  feems  fo  bleft, 
And  leaves  at  fix  o'clock  his  downy  nefl, 
Bead  to  the  charms  of  blanket,  wife,  or  bolfters ; 
Unlike  his  officers,  who  fond  of  cramming, 
And  at  reviews,  afraid  of  thirft  and  famine, 
With  bread  and  cheefe  and  brandy  fill  their  holders. 

Sure,  Tom,  we  mould  do  juftice  to  Queen  Befs, 
His  prefent  Majefty,  whom  Heav'n  long'blefs 
With  wifdom,  wit,  and  arts  of  chbiceft  quality, 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  fo  fine  a  niche 
As  that  old  queen,-  tho*  often  call'd  old  b— -eh, 
In  Fame's  ccrloffal  houfe  of  immortality. 

As  for  John  Dryden's  Charles — that  King 
Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing — 
He  merited  few  honours  from  the  pen — 
And  yet  he  was  a  dev'lifo  hearty  fellow, 
Enjoy'd  his  girl  and  bottle — and  got  mellow — 
And  mind — kept  company  with  GENTLEMEN. 

For  like  fome  kings,  in  hobby  grooms, 
Knights  of  the  manger,  curry-combs,  and  brooms, 
Loft  to  all  glory,  Charles  did  not  delight — 
Nor  jok'd  by  day  with  pages,  fervant-maids, 
Large,  red  poll'd,  blowzy,  hard  two-handed  jades  r 
Indeed  I  know  not  what  Charles  did  by  night. 

Reader, 


Reader,  I  am  of  candour  a  great  lovefj 

In  fhort,  Fm  candour's  felf  all  over ; 

Sweet  as  a  candied  cake  from  top  to  toe, 
Make  it  a  rule  that  Virtue  mall  be  prais'd, 
And  humble  Merit  from  her  bum  be  rais'd : 

What  thinkefl  thou  of  Peter  now  ? 

Thou  crieft,  "  Oh !  how  falfe !  behold  thy  King, 
"  Of  whom  thou  fcarcely  fay'ft  a  handfome  thing ; 
"  That  King  hath  virtues  that  mould  make  thee 

ftare." 

Is  it  fo? — then  the  fin's  in  me-^~ 
'Tis  my  vile  optics  that  can't  fee — 
Then   pray   for   them,    when  next   thou   fay'ft  a 
pray'r. 

But  p'rhaps  aloft  on  his  imperial  throne, 
So  diftant,  O  ye  gods  !  from  ev'ry  one  j 
The  royal  virtues  are,  like  many  a  ftar,  * 
From  this  our  pigmy  fyftem  rather  far ; 
Whofe  light,  tho'  flying  ever  fmce  creation, 
Hath  not  yet  pitch'd  upon  our  nation. 

*    Such 'was  the  fublime  opinion  of  the  Dutch  aftronomer 
Huygens. 

C  c  Then 
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Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  foon  explor'd — 
And,  Thomas,  if  thou'lt  fwear  thou  art  not  hum- 
ming, 

I'll  take  my  fpying-glafs,  and  bring  thec  word 
The  inflant  I  behold  it  coming.* 

But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking, 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  not,  thy  Sov'reign  fmoking  ? 

How  can'ft  thou  ferioufly  declare 

That  George  the  Third 
With  CrefTy's  Edward  can  compare, 

Or  Harry  ? — 'tis  too  bad,  upon  my  word. 
George  is  a  clever  King,  I  needs  muft  own, 
And  cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  throne. 

Now  thou  exclaim'ft,  <£  G-d  rot  it,  Peter,  pray, 
"  What  to  the  devil  fhall  I  fmg  or  fay  ?" 

I'll  tell  thee  what  to  fay,  O  'tuneful  Tom — 
Sing  how  a  monarch,  when  his  fon  was  dying, 
His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  was  edifying, 
By  Abbey  company,  and  kettle-drum  : 
Leaving  that  fon  to  death  and  the  phyfician, 
Between  two  fires— a  forlorn-hope  condition ; 
Two  poachers,  who  make  man  their  game, 
And  fpecial  markfmen !  feldom  mifs  their  aim. 

Say 
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Say  tho'  the  Monarch  did  not  fee  his  fon, 
He  kept  aloof  through  fatherly  affe&ion— 

Determin'd  nothing  fhould  be  done 

To  bring  on  ufelefs   tears  and  difmal  recollec- 
tion. 

For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  lighs  ? 
Death  heeds  not  howls,  nor  dripping  eyes : 
And  what  are  fighs  and  tears  but  wind  and  water, 
That  Ihow  the  leakinefs  of  feeble  nature ! 

Reader,  thou'lt  with  my  fimile  not  quarrel : 
Like  air  and  any  fort  of  drink, 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  chink, 

That  proves  the  weaknefs  of  the  barrel. 

Say — for  the  PRINCE,  when  wet  was  ev'ry  eye, 
And  thoufands  pour'd  to  heav'n  the  pitying  figh 

Devout ; 

Say  how  a  KING,  unable  to  diffemble, 
Order'd  the  SIDDONS  to  his  houfe,  and  KEMBLE, 

To  fpout : 

Gave  them  ice  creams  and  wines,  fo  dear  I—- 
Who ne'er  could  get  till  then,  a  thimbleful  of  beer—' 

For  which  they've  thank'd  the  author  of  this  metre, 
Videlicet,  the  moral  mender  PETER, 

C  c  2  Who 
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Who  in  his  ODE  on  ODE  did  dare  exclaim, 
And  call  fuch  royal  avarice,  a  mame. 

Say — but  I'll  teach  thee  how  to  fay  an  ode, 
Thus  fhall  thy  labours  vifit  FAME'S  abode 
In  company  with  my  immortal  lay — 
And  look,  Tom — thus  I  fire  away — 


BIRTH- 


BIRTH-DAY     ODE. 


TH 


IS  day,  this  very  day  gave  birth 
Not  to  the  brighteft  monarch  upon  earth, 
Becaufe  there  are  fome  brighter,  and  as  big— 
Who  love  the  arts  that  man  exalt  to  heav'n — 
George  loves  them  likewife  when  they're  giv'ii 
To  four-legg'd  gentry,  chriften'd  dog  and  pig,  f 
Whofe  acts  in  this  our  unenlighten'd  nation 
Have  much  improv'd  the  Britim  education. 

Full  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer, 

The  Monarch  heard  of  Mr.  WHITBREAD'S  fame. 
Quoth  he  one  day  unto  the  Queen,  "  My  dear, 

"  Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvellous  great  name ; 
"  Shame,  mame,  we  have  not  yet  this  brewhoufe 

feen ;" 
Thus  faid  the  KING  unto  the  QUEEN, 

•j-  1  he  dancing  dogs  and  wife  pig  have  formed  a  cooiiderable 
part  of  the  r ->yal  amufement, 

Red 
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Red  hot  with  novelty's  delightful  rage, 
To  Mr.  WHITE  RE  AD  forth  he  fent  a  page, 
To-  fay  that  MAJESTY  propos'd  to  view, 
With  third  of  knowledge  deep  inflam'd, 
His  vats,  and  tubs,  and  hops,  and  hogflieads  fam'd, 
And  learn  the  noble  fecret  how  to  brew. 

Of  fuch  unthought  of  honour,  proud, 

Moil  lowly  Mr.  WHITBREAD  bow'd ; 

I3o  humbly,  fo  the  humble  ftory  goes, 

He  touch'd  ev'n  terra  firma  with  his  nofe; 

Then  faid  unto  the  page,  bight  Billy  Ramus, 

Happy  are  we  that  our  great  KING  fhould  name  us 

As  worthy  unto  Majefty  to  fliew, 

How  very  dext'roufly  we  brew. 

Away  fprung  Billy  Ramus  quick  as  thought : 
To  Majefty  the  welcome  tidings  brought j 

Then  told  how  WHITBREAD  itar'd  like  any  ftake? 
And  trembled — then  the  civil  things  he  faid — 
On  which  the  King  did  fmile  and  nod  his  head ; 

For  Monarchs  love  to  fee  their  fubjects  quake : 

Such  horrors  unto  Kings  moil  pleafant  are, 

Proclaiming  rev'rence  and  humility—- 
High thoughts  too  all  thofe  making  fits  declare 
Of  kingly  grandeur  and  great  capability ! 

People 
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People  of  worfhip,  wealth,  and  birth, 
Look  on  the  humbler  fons  of  earth, 

Indeed  in  a  moft  humble  light,  God  knows  ! 
High  flations  are  like  Dover's  tow'ring  cliffs, 
Where  mips  below  appear  like  little  ikiffs, 

The  people  walking  on  the  ftrand,  like  crows. 

MUSE,  fing  the  ftir  that  Mr.  Whitbread  made  ; 
Poor  gentleman,  moft  terribly  afraid, 

He  mould  not  charm  enough  his  guefts  divine  : 
His  maids  had  all  new  aprons,  gowns,  and  fmocks, 
And  lo  !  two  hundred  pounds  were  fpend  in  frocks 

To  make  th'  apprentices  and 


Bufy  as  horfes  in  a  field  of  clover, 

Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  flools  were  tumbled 

over 

Amidft  the  Whitbread-rout  of  preparation 
To  treat  the  lofty  RULER  of  the  nation. 

Now  mov'd   KING,    QUEEN,   and  PRINCESSES  fo 

grand, 

To  vifit  the  firfl  brewer  in  the  land  — 
Who  fometimes  drank  his  beer  and  munch'd  his 

meat 
In  a  fnug  corner  chriflen'd  Chifwell-ftreet. 

x  Lord 
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Lord  AYLESBURY,  and  DENBIGH'S  Lord  alfo, 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  MONTAGUE  likewife, 

With  Lady  HARCOURT  join'd  the  rarec-Jbow, 
And  fix'd  all  Smithfield's  marv'ling  eyes — 

For  lo !  a  greater  fHow  ne'er  grac'd  thofe  quarters, 

Since  MARY  roafted,  jufl  like  crabs,  the  martyrs. 

Arriv'd,  the  King  broad  grinn'd  and  gave  a  nod 
To  Mr.  Whitbread,  who  had  GOD 

Come  with  his  angels,  to  behold  his  beer ; 
With  more  refpecl  he  never  could  have  met — 
.Indeed  the  man  was  in  a  fweat, 

So  much  the  BREWER  did  the  KING  revere. 

Her  MAJESTY  contriv'd  to  make  a  dip — 
Light  as  a  feather  then  the  KING  did  fkip, 
And  afk'd  a  thoufand  queftions,  with  a  laugh, 
Before  poor  WHITBREAD  well  could  anfwer  half. 

Reader!   my  Ode  mould  have  a.  Jimile — 
Well !   in  Jamaica,  on  a  tam'rind  tree, 

Five  hundred  parrots,  gabbling  juft  like  Jews, 
I  faw — fuch  noife  the  feather'd  imps  did  make 
As  made  my  pericranium  ake — 

Afliing  and  telling  parrot  news  : 

Thus  was  the  brewhoufe  fill'd  with  gabbling  noife, 
Whilft  draymen,  and  the  brewer's  boys, 

Did 


\- 
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Did  eat  the  queftions  which  the  King  did  alk  : 
In  diff 'rent  parties,  were  they  flaring  feen, 
Wond'ring  to  think  they  faw  a  King  and  Queen ; 

Behind  a  tub  were  fome,  and  fome  behind  a'  calk, 

Some  draymen  forc'd  themfelves  (a  pretty  luncheon) 
Into  the  mouths  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon. 
And  thro'  the  bung-hole  wink'd  with  curious  eye, 
To  view,  and  be  afiur'd  what  fort  of  things 
"Were  Princefies,  and  Queens,  and  Kings; 
For  whofe  moil  lofty  ftation  thoufands  figh! 
And  lo !  of  all  the  gaping  puncheon  clan, 
Few  were  the  mouths  that  had  not  got  a  man! 

Now  Majefty  into  a  pump  fo  deep 
Did  with  an  opera  glafs  of  DOLL  AND  peep, 
Examining  with  care  each  wond'rous  matter 
That  brought  up  water — • 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  magpie  in  the  flreet, 
A  chatt'ring  bird  we  often  meet, 
A  bird  for  curiofity  well  known. 

With  hea4  awry, 

And  cunning  eye, 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  marrow-bone. 

And  now  his  curious  M y  did  floop 

To  count  the  nails  on  ev'ry  hoop: 

And 
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And  lo!   no  fmgle  thing  came  in  his  way 

That  full  of  deep  refearch,  he  did  not  fay, 

"  What's  this  ?  has,  has  ?  what's  that  ?  what's  this  ? 

what's  that?" 

So  quick  the  words  too,  when  he  deign'd  to  fpeak, 
As  if  each  fyllable  would  break  its  neck. 

Thus,  to  the  world  of  great  whilft  others  crawl, 
Our  SOVEREIGN  peeps  into  the  world  of  fmall : 
Thus  microfcopic  geniufes  explore 

Things  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  fcorn, 
Yet  fwell  of  ufeful  knowledges  the  flore, 

By  finding  fyftems  in  a  pepper -corn. 

Now  Mr.  Whitbread,  ferious,  did  declare, 
To  make  the  Majefly  of  England  flare, 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Plac'd  fide  by  fide,  would  reach  along  to  Kew : 

On  which  the  KING  with  wonder  fwiftly  cry'd, 
"  What  ?  if  they  reach  to  Kew  then,  fide  by  fide, 

"  What  would  they  do  plac'd  end  to  end  r" 
To  xvhom,  with  knitted  calculating  brow, 
The  Man  of  Beer  moft  folemnly  did  vow, 

Almofl  to  Windfor  that  they  would  extend; 
On  which  the  KING,  with  wondring  mien, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  ivond'ring  QUEEN  : 

On 
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On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  halter'd  head, 
The  brewer's  horfe  with  face  adonifh'd  neigh'd ; 
The  brewer's  dog  too  pour'd  a  note  of  thunder, 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagg'd  his  tail  for  wonder. 

Now  did  the  KING  for  other  beers  enquire, 
For  Calvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire — 
And  after  talking  of  thefe  diff'rent  beers, 
Afk'd  Whitbread  if  bis  porter  equall'd  theirs? 

This  was  a  puzzling  difagreeing  quedion, 
Grating  like  arfenic  on  his  hod's  digeftion; 
A  kind  of  quedion  to  the  Man  of  Cafk 
That  not  ev'n  SOLOMON  himfelf  would  afk. 

Now  MAJESTY,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  memorandum-book, 
With  gilded  leaves  of  affes  fkin  fo  white, 
And  in  it  legibly  began  to  write — 

Memorandum. 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  grates 
For  reading  chefnuts  or  potates. 

Mem. 

*Tis  hops  that  give  a  bitternefs  to  beer — 

JIops  grow  in  Kent,  fays  Whitbread,  and  elfewhere. 
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Qu&re. 

Is  there  no  cheaper  fluff?   where  doth  it  dwell—- 
Would not  horfe  aloes  bitter  it  as  well  ? 

Mem. 

To  try  it  foon  on  our  fmall  beer —  ' 
'Twill  fave  us  fev'ral  pounds  a  year. 

Mem. 

To  remember  to  forget  to  afk 

Old  Whitbread  to  my  houfe  one  day— • 

Mem. 

Not  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  cafk, 
The  brewer  offer'd  me,  away. 

Now  having  pencil'd  his  remarks  fo  Jhrewd— 

'  Sharp  as  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pin, 
His  MAJESTY  his  watch  moft  fagely  view'd, 

And  then  put  up  his  afles  (kin. 
To  Whitbread  now  deign'd  MAJESTY  to  fay, 
<{  Whitbread,  are  all  your  horfes  fond  of  hay  <"' 

"  Yes,  pleafe  your  MAJESTY,'*  in  humble  notes, 
The  brewer  anfwer'd — "  alfo,  Sir,  of  oats. 
"  Another  thing  my  horfes  too  maintains — 
«e  And  that,  an't  pleafe  your  MAJESTY,  zregrains." 

"  Grains? 
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"  Grains  ?  grains  ?"  faid  MAJESTY,  "  to  fill  their 

"  crops  ?  ' 
"  Grains  ?   grains  ? — that  come   from    hops — yes, 

*'  hops,  hops,  hops." 

Here  was  the  KING  like  hounds  fometimes,  at  fault — 
"  SIRE,"  cry'd  the  humble  brewer,  "  give  me 

"  leave 

"  Your  facred  MAJESTY  to  undeceive, 
"  Grains,  SIRE,   are  never   made  from  hops^  but 
«  malt." 

"  True,"  faid  the  cautious  MONARCH,  with  a  fmile : 
"  From  malt,  malt,  malt — I  meant  malt  all  the 

"  while." 

"  Yes,"  with  the  fweeteft  bow,  rejoin'd  the  brewer, 
"  An't  pleafe  your  MAJESTY,  you  did  I'm  fure." 
"  Yes,"  anfwer*d  MAJESTY,  with  quick  reply, 
"  I  did,  I  did,  I  did,  I,  I,  I,  I." 

Reader,  whene'er  thou  dolt  efpy  a  nofe 

That  bright  with  many  a  ruby  glows ; 

That  nofe  thou  may'ft  pronounce,  nay  fafely  fwear, 

Was  nurs'd  on  fomething  better  \hz\\fmall  beer. 

Thus  when  thou  fmdeft  KINGS  in  brewing,  wife — 
In  Nat'ral  Hift'ry  holding  lofty  ftationj 

Thou  may'ft  conclude  with  marv'ling  eyes, 
Such  KINGS  have  had  a  goodly  education — 
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Now  did  the  KING  admire  the  bell  fo  fine, 
That  daily  afos  the  draymen  all  to  dine  : 
On  which  the  bell  rung  out  Chow  very  proper  !) 
To  fhow  it  was  a  bell,  and  had  a  clapper. 

And  now  before  their  SOVEREIGN'S  curious  eye, 
Parents  and  children,  fine,  fat,  hopeful  fprigs, 

All  fnuffling,  fquinting,  grunting  in  their  ftye, 
Appear'd  the  brewer's  tribe  of  handfome  pigs  : 

On  which  th*  obfervant  Man  who  fills  a  Throne, 

Declared  the  pigs  were  vaftly  like  his  own. 

Now  did  his  MAJESTY  fo  gracious  fay 
To  Mr.  Whitbread,  in  his  flying  way, 

"  Whitbread,  d'ye  nick  th'Excifeman  now  and 

"  then? 
"  Has,  Whitbread,  when  H'ye  think  to  leave  off 

"  trade  ? 

"  Hae,  what  ?  Mifs  Whitbread's  ftill  a  maid,  a  maid? 
"  What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

"  D'ye  hunt  ?— has  hunt?  No,  no,  you  are  too  old — 
"  You'll  be  Lord  May'r — Lord  May'r  one  day — 
"  Yes,  yes,  I've  heard  fo — yes,  yes,  fo  I'm  told : 

"  Don't,  don't  the  fine  for  Sheriff  pay — 
"  I'll  prick  you  ev'ry  year  man,  I  declare : 
"  Yes,  Whitbread— -yes,  yes — you  mail  be  Lord 
"  May'r. 

"  Whit- 
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"  Whitbread,  d'ye  keep  a  coach  or  job  one,  pray  ? 
"  Job,  job,  that's  cheapefl — yes,  that's  bed,  that's 

"  beft— 

"  You  put  your  liv'ries  on  your  draymen — hae  ? 
"  Hse,  Whitbread? — You  have  feather'd  well 

"  your  neft. 

"  What  is  the  price  now,  hae,  of  all  your  {lock  ? 
•*  But,   Whitbread,  what's  o'clock,   pray,  what's 
«  o'clock?" 

Now  Whitbread  inward  faid,  "  May  I  be  curft 
"  If  I  know  what  to  anfwer  fir/I" 

Then  fearch'd  his  brains  with  ruminating  eye- 
But  ere  the  Man  of  Malt  an  anfwer  found, 
Quick  on  his  heel,  lo,  MAJESTY  turn'd  round, 

Skipp'd  off,  and  baulk'd  the  pleafure  of  reply. 

Kings  in  inquifitivenefs  mould  be  ftrong — 

From  curiofity  doth  wifdom  flow : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I've  adopted  long, 

The  more  a  man  enquires,  the  more  he'll  know, 

Reader,  didft  ever  fee  a  water-fpout  ? 

Tis  poflible  that  thou  wilt  anfwer,  "  No." 
Well  then !  he  makes  a  moft  infernal  rout : 

Sucks  like  an  elephant  the  waves  below 
Wkh  huge  probofcis  reaching  from  the  iky, 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry: 

At 


t     4co     ] 

At  length  fo  full  hecan't  hold  one  drop  more — • 
Me  burfts — down  rufh  the  waters  with  a  roar. 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  MONARCH  at  reviews 
Suck  from  the  tribe  of  officers  the  news, 
Then  bear  in  triumph  off  each  ivoruTrous  matter, 
.And  foufe  it  on  the  QUEEN  with  fuch  a  clatter  I 

I  always  would  advife  folks  to  afk  queflions — 
For  truly,  queftions  are  the  keys  of  knowledge  : 

Soldiers^— that  forage  for  the  MIND'S  digeflions-— 
Cut  figures  at  th'  OLD  BAILEY,  and  at  COLLEGE  : 

Make  Chancellors,  Chief  Juftices,  and  Judges, 

Ev'n  of  the  Icnveft  green-bag  drudges. 

The  Sages  fay  DAME  TRUTH  delights  to  dwell, 
Strange  manfion !   in  the  bottom  of  a  Well — 
Queftions  are  then  the  windlafs  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grave  OLD  GENTLEWOMAN  up. 
Damn  *  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  fuggeflions. 
Reflecting  upon  Kings  for  aiking  Queflions. 

Now  having  well  employ'd  his  royal  Kings 
On  nails,  hoops,  (laves,  pumps$  barrels  and  their 
bungs, 

*  This  alludes  to  the  late  Dr.  JOHNSON'S  laugh  on  a  Great 
Perfonage,  for  a  laudable  curiofity  in  the  Queen's  Library,  fome 
years  fmce. 

The 
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The  KING  and  Co.  fat  down  to  a  collation, 
Of  flefh,  and  fifh,  and  fowl  of  ev'ry  nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork, 
That  merc'lefs  fell  like  tomohawks  to  work, 
And  fearlefs  fcalp'd  the  fowl,  the  fifh,  and  cattle, 
Whilft  Whitbread,  in  the  rear  beheld  the  battle. 

The  conqu'ring  MONARCH  flopping  to  take  breath 
Amidft  the  regiments  of  death, 

Now   turn'd   to    Whitbread    with    complacence 

round, 

And  merry  thus  addrefs'd  the  Man  of  Beer — 
"  Whitbread,  is't  true  ?  is't  true  ?   I  hear,  I  hear, 

"  You're  of  an  ancient  family — renown'd — 
"  What  ?  what  ?  I'm  told  that  you're  a  limb 
"  Of  PYM,  that  famous  fellow  PYM  : 
"  What,  Whitbread,  is  it  true  what  people  fay  ? 
*8  Son  of  a  Round-head  are  you?  has?  has?  hse? 

"  I'm  told  that  you  fend  Bibles  to  your  votes — 

"  A  muffling  round-headed  fociety — 
"  Pray'r  books  inftead  of  ca(h  to  buy  them  coats— 

"  Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety : 
"  Your  Bedford  votes  would  wiih  to  change  their 

"  fare 

'*  Rather  fee  cafii — yes,  yes — than  books  of  pray'r, 
D  d  "  Thir- , 
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"  Thirtieth  of  January  don't  you  feed? 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  eat  calf's  head,  you  eat  calf's  head." 

Now  having  wonders  done  •  on  flefli,-  fowl,  fifh, 
Whole  hofts  o'erturn'd — and  feiz'd  on  all  fupplies. 

The  royal  vifitors  exprefs'd  a  wifh 

To  turn  to  lioufe  of  Buckingham  their  eyes.     ». 

But  firft  the  MONARCH  fo  polite, 

Afk'd  Mr.  Whitbread  if  he'd  be  a  Knight, 

Unwilling  in  the  lift  to  be  enroll'd, 
Whitbread  contemplated  the  Knights  of  PEG, 
The^  to  his  gracious  SOV'REIGN  made  a  leg, 

And  faid,  "  He  was  afraid  he  was  too  old. 
"  lie  thank'd  however  his  moll  gracious  KING, 
"  For  offering  to  make  him  fuch  a  THING." 

But  ah !    a  difPrent  reafon,  'twas  I  fear ! 
It  was  not  age  that  bade  the  Man  of  beer 

The  praffcr'd  honour  of  the  MONARCH  fhun  : 
The  tale  of  MARG'RET'S  knife,  and  royal  fright, 
Had  aim  oft  made  him  damn  the  name  of  Knight : 

A  tale  that  iarrov/J  fuch  a  world  of  fun. 

He  mock'd  the  pray'r  f  too,  by  the  KING  appointed, 
tv'n  by  bnnfcJj\  the  LORD'S  ANOINTED — 

•j-  For  the  miraculous  efcapc  from  a  poor  innocent  I'nfane  wo- 
r.ian,  \vho  only  held  out  a  fmall  knife  in  a  piece  of  white  paper, 
fur  JKT  Sovereign  to  view.  .  ' 

A  foe 


A  foe  to  J "aft  too  is  he,  let  me  tell  ye, 
And,  tho'  a  Prefbyterian,  cannot  think 
Heav'n  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 

Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly ! 

Now  from  the  table  with  Csefarean  air 

Up  rofe  the  MONARCH  with  his  laurell'd  brow, 

When  Mr.  Whitbread,  waiting  on  his  chair, 

Exprefs'd  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a 
bow. 

Mifs  Whitbread  now  fo  thick  her  curtfies  drops, 
Thick  as  her  honour'd  father's  Kentifh  hops, 
Which  hoplike  curtfies  were  return'd  by  dips 
That  never  hurt  the  royal  knees  and  hips; 

For  hips  and  knees  of  QUEENS  are  facred  things, 
That  only  bend  on  gala  days 

Before  the  belt  of  Kings, 
When  odes  of  triumph  found  his  praife. 

Now  thro'  a  thund'ring  peal  of  loud  huzzas, 
Proceeding  fome  from  hir'd  and  unhir'd  jaws, 

The  raree-fhow  thought  proper  to  jr^tire ; 
Whilft  Mr.  Whitbread  and  his  daughter  fair 

Survey'd  all  Chifwell-Street  with  lofty  air, 
For  lo !  they  felt  themfelves  fome  fix  feet  higher ! 


Dd  a  Such, 
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Such,  Thomas,  is  the  way  to  write! 
Thus  mould  them  Birth-day  Song  indite : 
Then  flick  to  carlh^  and  kave  the  lofty  Jk1ey 
No  more  of  /-/'  turn  /#;;;,  and  /;'  turn  ti. 

Thus  flioiild  "smhcncjl  LAUREAT  Write  of  Kings— 

Not  praife  them  for  imaginary  things  : 

I  own  I  cannot  make  my  ilubborn  rhime 

Cull  r-rYy   KING  a  character  fubiime : 

For  Confcicnee  will  not  fuffer  me  to  wander' 

So  very  widely  from  the  paths  of  Candour. 

I  know  full  .well  feme  Kings^  *  are  to  be  feen, 
To  whom  my  verfe  fo  bold  would  give  the  fpleen, 

Should  that-bold  vcrfe  declare  they  wanted  brains — 
\  won't  fay  that  they  never  brain  poflefs'd — 
They  may  have  been  with  fuch  a  prefent  blefs'd, 

And  therefore  fancy  that  forney?///  remains  r' 

For  ev'ry  v/cll  experienc'd  fnrgcon  knows 
That  men  who  with  their  legs  have  parted, 

Swear' that  they've  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  toes, 
And  often  at  the  twinges  -flarlcd : 

Then  frarcd  upon  their  oaken  flumps  in  va'n  ! 

Fancying  the  tees  were  all  come  back  again. 

'    Foreign  Kings. 

If 
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If  men  then,  who  their  abfent  iocs  have  mourn'd, 
Can  fancy  thofe  fame  'toes  ,at  times  return'd  j 
So  Kings,  in  matters  of  intelligence*, 
May  fancy  they  have  Humbled  QI\  their  fcnfes. 

Yes,  Tom — mine  is-  the  way  of  writing  Ode — 
Why  lifteft  thou  thy  pious  jeyes  to  GOD  ?  < 
Strange  diiappointment  in  thy  looks  I  read ; 

And  now  I  hear  thee  in  proud  triumph  cry, 
"  Is  this  an  action,  PET.E-R-?   this  a  deed 

"  To  raife  a  MONARCH  to  the  iky? 
"  'Tubs,  porter,   pumps,  vats,  all   the  Whitbread 
"  throng, 

"  Rare  things  to  figure  in  the  Mufe's  fong  !** 

Thomas,  I  here  .proteft  I  want  no  quarrels 

On  Kings  and  Brewers,  porter,  pumps  and  barrels — 

Far  from  the  dove-like  PETER  be  fuch  ftrife! 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  Thomas,  for  a  fact, 
Thy  CAESAR  never  did  an  act 

More  wife,  more  glorious,  in  his  life. 

Now  GOD  preferve  all  wonder-hunting  KINGS, 
Whether  at  Windfor,.  Buckingham  or  Kew-houfe, 

And  may  they  never  dp  more  foolifh  things 

Than  vifiting  SAM  WHITBREAD  and  his  brew- 

X 

houfe. 

BROTHER 


BROTHER     PETER 


T  O 


BROTHER     TOM. 
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scnjoyeth  only  wind  inftruments — Peter  relateth  a  fad  tale  of 
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denieth  all  odium  towards  his  Sovereign,  for  a  jealoufy  of 
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eth  more  love  for  Majefty — A  tale — Peter  maketh  a  marvel- 
lous difcovery  of  the  caufe  of  Thomas's  filence  in  the  arti- 
cle of  royal  flattery — His  Majefty  too  much  bedaubed — 

The  King  fhutteth  up  Thomas's    mouth -Peter  telleth 

Thomas  how  he  fhould  have  managed — Peter  defcribeth  a 
devil — Enquireth  forModefty — Findethher — Giveth  a  love- 
ly picture  of  Mifs  Morning — And  her  loyal  f-peech  to  Peter 
— Peter  cannot  txijt  nor  fubpjl  without  Kings — Peter  cfteth 
the  world's  opinion  of  him — Peter  finely  anfwereth  it — Peter 
leemeth  glad — He  afketh  a  fly  queilion  about  Cartoons — 
Peter  telleth  an  uncommon  ftory — Peter  continueth  talking 

about  Cartoons Feareth  that  they  are  in   jeopardy 

Peter  concludeth  with  fublime  fi,n'Jes  of  trout,  eels,  whales, 
goats,  fheep,  and  good  advice  to  THOMAS. 

BROTHER 


BROTHER     PETER 


T  O 


BROTHER    TOM. 


OLIFE!    Thomas,   what  hath  fwallow'd  all   the 
praife  ? 

Of  royal  virtues  not  the  flightefl  mention ! 
Strung,  like  mock  pearl,  fo  lately  on  thy  lays ! 

Tell  me,  a  bankrupt,  TOM,  is  thy  invention  ? 

How  cou'.dft  thou  fo  thy  PATRON'S  fame  forget, 
As  not  to  pay,  of  praife,  the  annual  debt  ? 

WHITEHEAD  and  GIBBER,  all  the  Laureat  Throng, 
To  FAME'S  fair  Temple,  twice  a  year,  prefented 
Some  royal  virtues,  real  or  invented, 

In  all  the  grave  fublimity  of  fong. 

Heralds 


Heralds  fo  kind  for  many  a  chance-born  wight, 
Creeping  from  cellars,  juft  like  fnails  from  earth  ; 

Or  moles,  or  field-mice,  ftealing  into  light, 
Forge  Arms  to  prove  a  loftinefs  of  birth  ; 

Tracing  of  each  ambitious  Sir  and  Madam 

The  branches  to  the  very  trunk  of  ADAM. 

Then  why  not  thou,  the  herald,  TOM,  of  jhime, 
.Still  bid  thy  Royal  Matter  foar  fublime  ? 
Bards  (hine  in  fiction ;  then  how  flight  a  thing 
To  make  a  coat  of  merit  for  a  King ! 

Know,  General  CARPENTER  had  been  a  theme 
For  furnifbing  a  pretty  lyric  dream ; 

Once  a  monopolift   of  nod  and  fmHe : 
Of  broken  fentences  and  queftions  rare, 
£)f  fnipfnap  whifpers  fweet,  and  grin,  and  (tare, 

For  which  thy  mufe  would  travel  many  a  mile. 

But  lo !  the  General,  for  a  crying  fm, 
Loft  broken  fentences,  and  nod,  and  grin, 

And  ftare  and  fnipfnapf  of  the  bed  of  Kings  j 
The  fin,  the  crying  fin,  of  rambling 
Where  Ofnaburgh's  good  Bifnop,  gambling, 

Loft  fome  few  golden  feathers  from  his  wings; 

Which  made  th*  unlucky  General  run  and  drown; 
.Such  were  the  horrors  of  the  royal  frown ! 

For 
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For  lol  His  M  -  Y  rnofl  roundly  fwore 
He'd  nod  to  General  CARPENTER  no 


Oh  !  glorious  love  of  all-commanding  money  ! 
Dear  to  feme  Monarchs,  as  to  Bruin,  honey  ; 
Dear  as  to  gamblers,  pigeons  fit  to  pluck; 
Or  fhow'rs  to  hackney  coachmen  or  a  duck  ! 

Thomas,  thy  lyrics  might  have  prais'd  the  King 
For  making  tinners  mind  the  Sabbath  day, 

Bidding  the  idle  fons  of  pipe  and  firing, 

Inftead  of  fcraping  jigs,  fing  pfalms  and  pray  ; 

Thus  piouily  fagainft  their  inclination  j 

Dragooning  fouls  unto  faivation. 

The  MONARCH  gave  up  Mr.  JOAH  BATE, 
-With   that  fweet  nightingale  his  lovely  mate  ~r 

-Who  with  the  organ  and  one  riddle 
Made  up  a  concert  every  Sunday  night  : 
Thus  yielding  MAJESTIES  fupreme  delight, 
Who  relifh  cheapnefs  e'en  in  ttveedle  tweed  le^ 

For  NATURE  formeth  oft  a  kind 
Of  money-loving,  fcraping,  fave-all  mind, 
That  happy  glorieth  in  the  nat'ral  thought 
Of  getting  ev'ry  thing  for  nought  : 

From. 


[ 
From  Delhi's  diamonds  to  a  Briftol  ftorie ; 

From  royal  eagles  to  a  fquawling  parrot ; 
From  Bulls  of  Bafan  to  a  marrow-bone  ; 

From  rich  ananas  to  a  mawkifh  carrot : 
And  getting  things  for  nought,  I  needs  muft  fayv 

If  not  the  nobleft,  is  the  cheapeft  way. 

And  often  Nature  manufactures  fluff 

That  thinks  it  never  hath  enough  j 

Hoarding  up  treafure never  once  enjoying — 

Such  is  the  compofition   of  feme  fouls! 
Like  jackdaws   all  their  cunning  art  employing, 

In  *  hiding  knives,    and  forks,    and   fpoons,    in 
holes. 

Lo !    by  the  pious  Monarch's  proclamation, 
The  courtier  Amateurs  of  this  fair  nation 

On   Sundays  con  their  Bibles — make  no  riot—- 
The ftubborn  UXBRIDGE,  mufic  loving  Lord, 
Pays  dumb  obedience  to  the  royal  word, 

And  bids  the  iniliuments  lie  quiet. 

Sw-cl  Miftrcfs  WALSINGHAM  is  forc'd  to  pray, 
And  turn  her  eyes  up  much  againft  her  will  -r 

SANDWICH  fings  pfalms  too,  in  his  pious  way  ; 
And  Lady  YOUNG  forbears  the  tuneful  trill ; 

And-  very  politic  is  Lady  Young  : 


A  hu&anci  mull  not  fuiFa-  for  a  for.g. 


The 
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The  gentle  EXETER  his  treat  gave  up, 
So  us'd  upon  the  fvveet  repaft  to  fup ; 
As  eager  for  his  Sunday's  quaver  difh, 
As  cats  and  rav'nous  Aldermen  for  fifh. 

Lord  BRUDENELL,  too,  a  Lord  with  lofty  nofe, 
Bringing  to  mind  a  verfe  the  world  well  knows ; 

Againfl  fublimity  that  rather, wars; 
Which  in  an  almanack  all  eyes  may  fee : 
"  GOD  gave  to  man  an  upright  form,  that  he 

"  Might  view  the  Stars." 

I  fay,  this  watchful  LORD,  who  boafts  the  knack, 
Behind  His  Sacred  Majefty's  great  back, 

Of  placing  for  his  latter  end  a  chair 
Better  than  any  Lord  (fo  fays  Fame's  trump) 
That  ever  waited  on  the  royal  rump, 

So  fwift  his  motions,  and  fo  fweet  his  air : 

Who,  if  His  Majefiy  but  cough  or  hiccup, 
Trembles  for  fear  the  king  mould  kick  up ; 
Drops,  with  concern,  his  jaw — with  horror  freezes, 
Or  fmiles   "  God  blefs  you,  SIRE,"  whene'er  he 

fneezes ; 

This  LORD,  I  fay,  uprais'd  his  convert  chin, 
And  curs'd  the  concert  for  a  crying  fin. 

King 
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King  WATKIN,  from  the  land  of  leeks  and  cheefe, 

With  fighs,  forbore  his  bafs  to  feize  ; 
"With  huge  concern  he  dropp'd  his  Sunday  airs, 
And  grumbled  out  in  Welch  his  thanklefs  pray'rs. 
The  bafs,  indeed,  Te  Deum  fungr 
Glad  on  the  willows  to  be  hung. 

And  really  'twas  a  very  nat'ral  cafe-  —  — 

Poor,  inoifenfive  bafs  ! 

For  when  King  Watkin  fcrubbcth  him  -  -alack  1 
The  inftrument,  like  .one  upon  the  rack, 
Sends  forth  fuch  horrid,  Inquifition  groans  ! 
to  pierce  the  hearts  of  ftones  ! 


Thus  though  in  concert  politics  the  Knight 
Battled  with  Miflrefs  WALSINGHAM  outright  ; 
Yet  both  agreed  to  lift  their  palms, 
Not  in  hoftilities,  but  faiging  pfalms. 

SAL'SBURY  was  alfc*  order'  d  to  reform^ 

Who,  with  my  Lady,  thought  it  vaPdy  odd, 
Thus  to  be  forc'd,  like  failors  in  a  ftorm, 
l  their  wills  to  pray  to  God. 


Thus  did  the  royal  mandate  through  the  town, 
Knock  nearly  all  the  Sunday  concerts  down  ! 
Great  act!  ere  long  'twill  be  a  fin  and  fliame 
For  cats  to  warble  out  an  am'rous  flame  !  - 

Dogs 
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Dogs  fhall  be  whipp'd  for  making  love  on  Sunday, 
Who  very  well  may  put  it  off  to  Monday. 

Nay,  more  the  royal  piety  to  prove ; 
And  aid  the  purefl  of  all  pure  religions  ; 
To  Bridewell  (hall  be  fent  all  cooing  pigeons, 

And  cocks  and  hens  be  lafh'd  for  making  love : 
Sparrows  and  wrens  be  (hot  from  barns  and  houfes, 
For  being  barely  civil  to  their  fpoufes. 

Poor  Sir  JOHN  DICK  was,  lamb-like,  heard  to  bleat 
At  lofmg  fuch  a  Sunday's  treat 

Sir  JOHN,  the  happy  owner  of  a  Jlar 
Which  radiant  honour  on  furtoutes  he  flitches  ; 

Lamenting  fafhion  doth  not  flretch  fo  far 
As  fewing  them  on  waiflcoats  and  on  breeches  ; 
Which  thus  would  pour  a  blaze  of  filver  day, 
And  make  the  Knight  a  perfect  milky  way. 

Yet  HAMPDEN,  CHOLMOND'LY,  thofe  fmful  {havers, 
Rebellious,  riot  in  their  Sabbath  quavers  ; 
Thus  flying  in  the  face  of  our  GREAT  KING, 
Prophane  God's  refting  day  with  wind  and  firing ; 
Whilfl  on  the  Terrace,  'midil  his  German  band, 
On  Sunday  evenings  GEORGE  is  pleas'd  to  fland  ; 
Contented  with  a  fimple  tune  alone, 
"  God  lave  great  George  our  King/'  or  Bobbing 
Joan ; 

E  e  Whilft 
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Whilft  CHERUBS,  leaning  from  their  ftarry  height. 
Wink  at  each  ether,  and  enjoy  the  fight: 
And  SATAN,  from  a  lurking  hole, 
Fond  of  a  feemiiig-godly  foul, 
His  eyes  and  ears  fcarce  able  to  believe, 
Laughs  in  his  fleeve. 

Stay,  Mufe -the  mention  of  the  German  band 

Eringeth  a  tale  oppreflive,  to  my  hand, 
Relating  to  a  tribe  of  German  boys, 
Whofe  horrid  fortune  made  fome  little  noife ; 
Sent  for  to  take  of  Englimmen  the  places, 
Who,  gall'd  by  fuch  hard  treatment,    made  wrj 
faces. 

Sent  for  they  were,  to  feed  in  felds  of  clover, 
To  feaft  upon  the  Coldftream  regiment's  fat : 

Swift  with   their  empty  flomachs    they  flew  over. 
And  wider  than  a  Kevenhuller  hat. 

But  ah! -their  knives  no  veal  nor  mutton  carv'd! 

To  feafts  they  went  irjdeed,  but  went  and  Jtarv'd: 

Their  Mailers,  saptur'd  with  the  tuneful  treat, . 

Forgot  muficians  like  themfelves  cou'd  eat. 

O 

Thus  the  poor  woodcock  leaves  his  frozen  mores, 
When  tyrant  Winter  'midit  his  temped  roars  : 
Invited  by  our  milder  iky,  he  roves ; 
Views   the  pure    dreams  with  joy,  and   fhel.t'ring 
gro'.  es, 

And 
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And  in  sne  hour,  Oh  !  fad  reverfe  of  fate ! 
Is  mot,  and  fmokes  upon  a  poacher's  plate ! 
Thus  ending  a  fwcet  epifodic-  ftrain, 
I  turn,  dear  Thomas,  to  thy  Ode  again. 

What !  make  a  difh  to  baulk  thy  matter's,  gums ! 

A  pudding,  and  forget  the  plums ! 
Mercy  upon  us !  what  a  cook  art  thou ! 
Dry  e'en  already! — • — what  a  fad  milch  cow.! — 
Who  gav'ft,  at  firft,  of  fame  fuch  flowing  pails ! 
Say,  Thomas,  what  thy  lyric  udder  ails  ? 

Since  truth  belongs  not  to  the  laureat  trade, 

'Tis  flrunge,  'tis  paffing   ftrange,  thou  didfl  not 
flatter : 

Speak — •—  in  light  money  were  thy  wages  paid  ? 
Or  was  thy  pipe  of  fack  half  fill'd  with  water  ? 

Or  hail  thou,  Tom,  been  cheated  of  thy-  dues  ? 

Or  hath  a  qualm  of  confcience  touch'd  thy  Mufe  ? 

Thou  might'ft  have  prais'd  for  dignity  of  pride 
Difplay'd  not  long  ago  among  the  COOKS  : 
Searching  the  kitchen  with  fagacious  looks  ; 

Wigs,  chriilen'dyiT^V.6rj-,  on  their  heads  he  fpied* 

To  find  a  wig  on  a  cook's  head 

Juft  like  the  wig  that  grac'd  his  own. 

Was  verily  a  fight  too  dread !- 

Enough  to  turn  a  king  to  Hone  ! 

E  e   2  On 
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On  which,  in  language  of  his  •very  heft, 

His  Majefty  his  royal  ire  exprefs'd. 
*'  How,    how!    what!    Cooks   wear  fcratches  jufl 

"  like  me! 

"  Strange !  ftrange  !  yes,  yes,  I  fee,  I  fee,  I  fee — 
"  Fine  fellows  to  wear  fcratches !  yes,  no  doubt— 
"  I'll  have  no  more — no  more  when  mine's  worn 

«  out 

"  Hre?  pretty!  pretty!  pretty  too  it  looks 
"  To  fe$  my  feratches  upon  Cooks!" 

And  lo !  as  he  had  threatened  all  fo  big ; 

As  foon  as  ever  he  luore  out  the  wig ; 

He  with  a  pig-tail  deign'd  his  head  to  match  ! — 

No  more  profan'd  his  temples  with  a  SCRATCH! 

Thomas,  I  fee  my  fong  thy  feelings  grate 

Thou  think'ft  Tin  joking ;  that  the  King's  my  hate. 
The  world  may  call  me  lyar,  but   fmcerely 
I   love  him — for  a  partner  love  him  dearly : 
Whilft    his   great  name  is  'on  the  fennc,  I'm   fure 
My  credit  with  the  public  is  fecure. 

Yes,  beef  (hall  grace  my  fpit,  and  ale  mail  flow, 
As  long  a;  it  continues  George  and  Co. ; 
Tliiit  is  to  fay,  in  plainer  metre, 
Ceorge  and  Peter. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  as  fome  little  money  I  have  made, 
I've  thoughts  of  turning  Squire,  and  quitting  trade : 
This  in  my  mind  I've  frequently  revolv'dj 
And  in  fix  months,  or  fa, 

For  all  J  know, 
The  partnership  may  be  diflblv'd. 

Whatever  thou  thmk'ft howe'er  the  world  -may 

carp, 

Thomas,  I'm  far  from  hating  our  good  King  j 
Yes,  yes,  or  may  I  thrum  no  more  my  harp, 
As   DAVID    fwore,    who   touch'd   fo   well   the 

firing 

No,  Tom  j the  idol  of  thy  fweet  devotion 

Excites  not  HATE,  whatever  elfc  th*  emotion. 

To  write  a  book  on  the  Sublime,  I  own, 
Were  I  a  bookfelkr,  I  would  not  hire  him ; 

Yet,  mould  I  hate  the  man  who  fills  a  throne, 
Becaufe,  forfooth,  I  can't  admire  him  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufe,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
He  thinks  to  rival  e'en  the  PRINCE  in  fame? 

A  prince  of  fcience in  the  arts  fo  chafte ! — 

A  giant  to  him  in  the  world  of  tafte  ; 

Who  from  an  envious  cloud  one  day  mall  fpring, 

And  prove  that  dignity  may  clothe  a  King. 

Who  when  by  Fortune  fix'd  on  Britain's  throne, 
Wherever  merit,  humble  plant,  is  mown, 

Will 
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Will  filed  around  that  plant  a  foft'ring  ray ; 
Whofe  hand  fhall  ftretch  thro'  proverty's  pale  gloom, 
For  drooping  GENIUS,  finking  to  the  tomb, 

And  lead  the  blufhing  firanger  into  clay. 

Who  fcorns  (like  fame)  to  chronicle  a  (hilling, 
Once  in'  a  twelvemonth  to  a  beggar  giv'n  ; 

By  luch  mean  charity  (Lord  help. 'em  J  willing 
To  go  as  cheap  as  pofilble  to  lieav'n ! 

Hate  him,  becaufe,  untir'd,  tire  monarch  pores 
On  HANDEL'S  manufcript  old'  fcores, 
And  fchemes '  fuccefsful  daily  hatches, 
For  faving  notes  e'erwhelm'J  with  fcratches ; 
Recovering  from  the  blotted  leaves 
Huge  cart-horfe  minims,  dromedary  breves ; 
Thus  faving  daraued  bars  from  jufl  damnation, 
By  way  of  br'-.ghtmngllzrAzVs  reputation? 
Who,  charni'd  wkh  every  crotchet  Handel  wrote, 
Heav'd  into  'J'CT'NAM  STREET,  each  heavy  note  : 
And  forcing  on  the  houfe  the  tunelefs  lumber, 
Drove  half  to  doors,  the  other  half  to  flumber  ? 

Hate  him,  becaufe  the  works  of  Mr.  WEST, 
His  eye  (in  wonder  loft)  unfated  views  ? 

Becaufe  his  walls,  with   taftelefs  trumpery  dreft, 
Robs  a  poor  fignpoft  of  its  dues  ? 


'iuic  him,  becaufe  I: -2  cannot  rcfc 
But  in  the  company  of  \Veft? 


Hate  hia 

the  company  of  Weil  ? 

Becaufe 


Becaufe  of  modern  works  he  makes  a  jeft, 

Except  the  works  of  Mr.  Weft  ? 
Who  by  the  public,  fain  would  have  careft 

The  works  alone  of  Mr.  Weft ! 
Who  thinks,  of  painting,  truth  and  tafte,  the  teft, 

None  but  the  wond'rous  works  of  Mr.  Weft ! 

Who,  as  for  REYNOLDS,  jeannot  bear  him ; 
And  never  fuffers  WILSON'S  landfcapes  near  him. 

Nor,  GAINSB'ROUGH,  thy  delightful  Girls  and  Boys, 
In  rural  fcenes  fo  fweet,  amidft  their  joys, 
With  fuch  fimplicity  as  makes  usyfyr/, 
Forgetting  'tis  the  work  of  art. 
Which  wonder  and  which  care  of  Mr.  WEST 
May  in  a  fimile  be  well  expreft : 


A      SIMILE. 

THUS  have  I  fecn  a  child  with  fmiling  face, 
A  little  daify  in  the  garden  place, 

And  ftrut  in  triumph  round  its  fav'rite  flow'r ;    • 
•Gaze  on  the  leaves  with  infant  admiration, 
Thinking  the  flow'r  the  fineft  in  the  natioc9 

Then  pay  a  vifit  to  it  ev'ry  hour; 
Lugging  the  wat'ring  pot  about, 

Which.  JOHN  the  gard'ner  was  oblig'd  to  fill ; 
The  child,  fo  pleas'd,  would  pour  the  water' out, 

To  fho\y  its  marvellous  gard'Dihg  (kill  -f 

Then 
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Then  flaring  round,  all  wild  for  praifes  panting, 
Tell  all  the  world  it  was  its  own  fweet  planting ; 
And  boafl  away,  too  happy  elf, 
How  that  it  found  the  daify  all,  itfelf! 


ANOTHER     SIMILE, 

IN  ft  mile  if  I  may  Ihine  agen 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  fond  old  hen 

With  erne  poor  miferable  chick ; 
Buttling  about  a  farmer's  yard; 
Now  on  the  dunghill  labouring  hard, 

Scraping  away  through  thin  and  thick  : 

Flutt'ring  her  feathers making  fuch  a  noife ! 

Cackling  aloud  fuch  quantities  of  joys, 

As  if  this  chick,  to  which  her  egg  gave  birth., 
Was  born  to  deal  prodigious  knocks, 
To  mine  the  Broughton  of  game  cocks, 

And  kill  the  fowls  of  all  the  earth ! 


E'EN  with  his  painter  let  the  King  be  blefi  ; 
Egad !  eat,  drink,  and  fleep,  with  Mr.  WEST, 
Only  let  me,  excus'd  from  fuch  a  gueft, 
Not  eat,  and  drink,  and  fleep,  with  Mr.  Weft ; 

And 
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And  as  he  will  not  pleafe  my  tafle — no  never- 
Let  me  not  give  him  to  the  world  as  clever— 
A  better  confcience  in  my  bofom  lies, 
Than  imitate  the  fellow  and  his  flies. 


THE   TOPER   AND   THE    FLIES. 

A  GROUP  of  topers  at  a  table  fat, 

With  punch  that  much  regales  the  thirfty  foul : 

Flies  foon  the  party  join'd,  and  join'd  the  chat, 
Humming,  and  pitching  round  the  mantling  bowl. 

At  length  thofe  flies  got  drunk,  and  for  their  fin  j 
Some  hundreds  lofl  their  legs  and  tumbled  in  j 
And  fprawling  'midft  the  gulph  profound, 
Like  Pharaoh  and  his  daring  holt,  were  drown'd. 

Wanting  to  drink — one  of  the  men 
Dipp'd  from  the  bowl  the  drunken  hoft, 
And  drank — then  taking  care  that  none  were  loft, 

He  put  in  ev'ry  mother's  fon  agen. 

Up  jurap'd  the  Bacchanalian  crew  on  this, 

Taking  it  very  much  amifs 

Swearing,  and  in  the  attitude  to  finite : 

"  Lord !"  cried  the  man  with  gravely-lifted  eyes 
"  Though  I  don't  like  to  fwallow  flies, 
"  I  did  not  know  but  others  night" 

WHO 
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WHO  fays  I  hate  the  King,  proclaims  a  lie! 
E'en  now  a  royal  virtue  ftrikes  my  eye! 
To  prove  rh*  afiertion,  let  roe  jufl-  relate 
The  King's  fubmiffion  to  the  will  of  FATE. 
Whene'er  in  hunts  the  Monarch  is  thrown  out, 

As  in  his  politics  -  a  common  thing  ! 
With  fearching  eyes  he  flares  at  fir(t  about, 

Then  faces  the  misfortune  like  a  King  ! 

Hearing  no  news  of  nimble  Mr.  STAG, 

He  fits  like  PATIENCE  grinning  on  his  nag! 

Now,  wifdom-fraught,  his  carious  eye-balls  ken 
The  little  hovels  that  around  him  rife  : 
To  thefe  he  trots  —  of  hogs  furveys  the  ftyes, 

And  nicely  numbers  ev'ry  cock  and  hen. 

Then  afks  the  farmer's  wife  or  fanner's  maid, 
How  many  eggs  the  fowls  have  laid! 
What's  in  the  oven  —  in  the  pot  —  the  crock  — 
Whether  'twiU'rain  or  no,  and  what's  o'clock.—-* 
Thus  from  poor  hovels  gleaning  imformatiop, 
To  ferve.  as  future  treafure  for  the  nation  i 

There,1  terrier-like,  till  pages  find  him  out, 
He  pokes  his  moft  fagacious  nofe  about, 

And  Teems  in  Paradifc  -  like  that  fo  fhm'd  5 
Looking  like  ADAM  too,  and  EVE  fo  fair; 
Sweet  fimpletons  !  who,  though  fo  very  bare, 

"  Were:  (lays  the  Bible)  not  afiantd" 


No  man  binds  books  fo  well  as  GEORGE  the  Third,, 

By  third  of  leather  glory  fpurr'd- 

At  bookbinders  he  oft  is  feen  to  laugh-* 

And  wond'rous  is  the  King  in.  fheep  or  caif ! 

But  fee !  the  PRINCE  upon  fuch  labour  looks 

Faftidious  down,  and  only  readeth  books ! 

Here  by  the  Sire  the  Son  is  much  furpafs'd  ; 
Which  Fame  mould  publiih  on  her  loudeft  blaft! 

The  King  beats  Monmouth-ftreet  in  caft-oif  riches — .. 
That  is,  in  coats,  and  waiftcoats,  and  in  breeches—— 
Which,  draughted  once  a  year  for  foreign  ftations — - 
Make  fine  recruits  to  ferve  fome  near  relations. 

But  Jo!  the  PRINCE,  fhame  on  him!    never  dreams 
Of  pretty  Jewifh,  ceconomic  fchemes ! 
So  very  proud,  (I'm  griev'd,  O  Tom,  to  tell  it; 
He'd  rather  give  a  coat  away  than  fell  it ! 

Fair  juftice  to  the  Monarch  muft  allow 
Prodigious  fcience  in  a  calf  or  cow; 

And  wifdom  in  the  article  of  fwine ! 
What  moft  unufital  knowledge  for  a  King! 
Becaufe  pig-wifdom  is  a  thing 

In  xvhich  no  Sov'reigns  e'er  were  known  tofuine. 


Yet 
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Yet  who  will  think  I  am  not  telling  fibs? 

The  PRINCE,  who  Britain's  throne  in  time  ihall 
grace, 

Ne'er  finger'd  at  a  fair,  a  bullock's  ribs, 
Nor  ,ever  ogled  a  pig's  face ! 

0  dire  difgraee !    O  let  it  not  be  knowa 
That  thus  a  father  hath  excell'd  .a  fonl 

Truth  bids  me  own  that  I  can  bring 
A  dozen  who  admire  the  King ; 
And  mould  he  dream  .of  fetting  off  for  HANO- 
VER, 

As  once  he  faid  he  wou'd,  to  fpite  CHARLES  Fox; 
Draw  all  his  little  money  from  the  flocks, 
-Shut  mop,  and  carry  ev'ry  pot  and  pan  over  j 

1  think indeed  I'm  fure  I  know, 

That  dozen  would  not  let  him  go ; 

But  in  the  druggie  fpend  their  vital  breath, 
And  hug  their  idol,  probably  to  death  -? 

As  happen'd  to  a  Romifh  Prieft a  tale 

That,  whilfl  I  tell  rt,  almoft  turns  me  pate. 
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THE    ROMISH    PRIEST. 
A       TALE. 

A  PARSON  in  the  neighbourhood  of  ROME, 
Some  years  ago how  many,  I  don't  fay — 

Handled  fo  well  his  heav'nly  broom, 
He  brufh'd,  like  cobwebs,  fins  away ; 

Brighten'd  the  black  horizon  of  his  parifli; 

Gave  to  the  PRINCE  OF  DARKNESS  fuch  hard 
blows, 

That  SATAN  was  afraid  to  mow  his  nofe, 
(Except  in  hell),  before  this  prieft  fo  warrifli ! 

To  teach  folks  how  to  fhun  the  paths  of  evil, 
And  prove  a  match  for  Mr.  DEVIL, 
Was  conftantly  this  pious  man's  endeavour, 
And,  as  I've  faid  before,  the  man  was  clever. 

Red-hot  was  all  his  zeal — and  Fame  declares, 
He  gallop'd  like  a  hunter  o'er  his  pray'rs ; 
For  ever  lifting  to  the  clouds  his  forehead 

Petitions  on  petitions  he  let  fly, 

Which  nothing  but  BARBARIANS  could  deny —  ' 
In  fiiort,  the  Saints  were  to  compliance  worried. 

Wiik 


With  fhouiders,  arms,  and  hands,  this  priefl  devout, 
So  well  his  evolutions  did  perform ; 

His  pray'rsY  ,thofe  holy"  fmall-fhot,  flew  about 

So  thick ! it  feem'd   like  taking  Heav'n  by 

Jhrm  ! 

Witho'ut  one  atom  of  refie&iorlj 
No  candidate  at  an-  election 
Did  ever  labour  more,  and  fume,  and  fvveat, 
To  make  1  fellow  change  his  coat, 
And  blefs  him  with  the  cafting  vote, 
Than  this  dear  man  to  get  in  Heav'n  a  feat 
For  fouls  of  children,  women,  and  of  men :- — * 
No  matter  which  the  fpecies — — cock  or  hen! 

Thus  did  he  not  like  that  vile  Jefuit  think 
Who  makes  us  all  veith-  horror  drink, 

A  knave  high  meriting  Hell's  hotted  coals ; 
Who  wrote  a  dreadful  book,  to  prove 
That  women,  charming  women,  formM  for  love, 

Have  got  no  fouls  1 

Monflcr!  to  think  that  WOMAN  had  no  foul! 

Ha!  haft  thoii  not  a  fonl,  thou  peerlefs  MAID, 
Who  bidft  my  rural  hours  with  rapture  roll  ?  - 

Whofe    beauties,  charm    the   ihepherds  and  the 
{hade! 

Yes, 
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Yes,  CYNTHIA,  and  for  fouls  like  thine, 
Fate  into  being  drew  yon  (tarry  fphere  j 

Then  kindly  fent  thy  form  divine, 

To  Ihow  what  tvond'rous  blifs  inhabits  there  I 

In  fhort,  no  drayhorfe  ever  work'd  fo  hard, 
From  vaults,  to  drag  up  hogfhead,  tun,  or  pipe.> 

As  this  good  prieft,  to  drag,  for  fmall  reward, 
The  fouls  of  fmners  from  the  Devil's  gripe. 

Pleas'd  were  the  higlxft  angels  to  exprefs 
Their  wonder  at  his  fine  addrefs ; 

And  pow'r  againft  the  FIEND  who   makes  fuck 

ftrife 

Nay,  e'en   St.  PETER  faid,  to  whom   are  giv'n 
The  keys  for  letting  people  into  Heav'n, 

He  never  got  more  halfpence  in  his  life. 


'Twas  added  that  my  namcfake  did  declare, 
(Peter,  the  porter  of  Heav'n  gate,  fo  trufty-;) 

That  till  this  prieft  appear'd,  fouls  were  fo  rare 
His  bunch  of  keys  was  abfolutely  rufty ! 


Did  GENTLEMEN  of  fortune  die, 

And  leave  the  CHURCH  a  good  round  fum ; 
I,o !  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 

The  parfon  frank'd  their  fouls  to  kingdom-come  ! 

A  letter 
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A  letter  to  the  PORTER,  or  a  word, 
Infur'd  admittance  to  the  Lord. 

Nor  flopp'd  thofe  fouls  an  inftant  on  the  road 
To  take  a  roaft  before  they  enter'd  in  ; 

For  had  they  got  the  Plague,  'twas  faid  that  God 
Had  let  them  enter  without  quarantine. 

Well  then!  this;  parfort  was  fo  much  admir'd, 
So  fought,  fo  courted,  fo  defired, 
Thoufands  whh  putrid  fouls,  like  putrid  meat, 
Came  for  his  holy  pickle,  to  be  fweefe  : 

Juft  as'  we  fee  old  Eags  with  jaws  of  carrlonf, 

Enter  the  mop  of  Mr,  WARREN  ; 
Who  difappoii>ts  that  highwayman  call'd  TIME, 
(Noted  for  robbing  Ladies  of  their  prime,) 
By  giving  SIXTY  FIVE'S  pale  wither'd  mein* 
The  blooming  rofes  of  SIXTEEN. 


Such  vaft  impreffions  did  his  fermons  make, 

He  always  kept  his  flock  awake  - 
In  fummer  too  —  hear,  parfons,  this  ftrange 
Ye  who  fo  often   preach  to  nodding  pews  1 

A  ncighb'ring  town,  into  whofe  people's  fouls 
SIN,  like  a  rat,  had  eat  hrge  holes, 
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Begg'd  him  to  be  their  tinker  '"'   their  hole  ftop= 

per 

For,  gentle  reader,  fin  of  fuch  a  fort  is. 
It  fouls  corrodeth  juft  as  aqua  fort  is 
Corrodeth  iron,  brafs,  or  copper,; 

They  told  him  they    would  give  him  better  pay3 
If  he'd  agree  to  change  his  quarters  j 

Protefting,  when  his  foul  fliould  leave  its  clay, 
To  rank  his  bones  with  thofe  of  SAINTS  and 
MARTYRS; 

This  was  a  handfome  bribe  all  Papifts  know ! 

But  flop -his  parifh  would  not  let  him  go - 

Then  furly  did  the  other  parifh  look, 

And  fwore  to  have  the  man  by  Hook  or  Crook, 

So  feiz'd  him,  like  a  gracelefs  throng 

The.priefl's  parifliioners,  who  lov'd  him  well; 

Rather  than  to  another  church  belong, 
Swore  they  would  fooner  fee  him  lodg'd  in  Hell — 
So  violent  was  their  objection! 
So  very  ftro'ng  too  their  afFedion  ! 

The  LADIES,  too,  united  in  the  flrife ; 
Protefling  that  they    "  lov'd  him  as  their  life, 
<c  So  fweetly  he  would  lock  when"  down  to  pray'r ! 

"  So  happy  in  a  fermon  choice ; 

"  And  then  he  had  of  nightingales  the  voice— 
"  And  holy  \vater  gave  with  fuch  an  a:r ! 

Ff  •;*  J.ord! 
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"  Lord !  lofe  fo  fine  a  man ! — fo  great  a  treafure  I 
"  Yielding  fuch  quantities  of  heavenly  pleafure ! 

"  Forgiving  fins  fo  free,  too,  at  confeflion, 

**  However  carnal  the  tranfgreffion, 

"  In  fuch  a  charming,  love-condemning  (train  !—— 

"  He  really  feem'd  to  fay    "  Go  fin  again ; 

"  HELL  mail  not  throw,  my  angels,  on  your  fouls 

"  So  fweet,  a  fmgle  fhovelful  of  coals." 

Now  in  the  fire  was  all  the  fat : 
Jiift  as  two  bulldogs  pull  a  cat, 

Both  pariihes  with  furious  zeal  contended 

So  heartily  the  holy  man  was  hugg'd, 
That  very  fatally  the  battle  ended! 

In  fhort,  by  hugging,  lugging  and  kind  fqueezes, 
'   The  man  of  God  was  pull'd  in  fifty  pieces! 

This  work  performM,  the  bones  were  fought   for 

floutly  j 

And  fo  the  fray  continued  mofl  devoutly 
I,o  with  an  arm  one  rafcal  fled; 
This  with  a  leg,  and  that  the  head — i- 

Oii  with  the  foot  another  goes 

Another  feizes  him  and  gets  the  toes. 

Nay,  fome,  a  relick  fo  intent  to  crib, 
Fought  juft  like  maftifTs  for  a.  rib; 

Nay 
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Nay  more,  (for  truth,  to  tell  the  whole,  obliges) 
A  dozen  battled  for  his  Os  Coccygis !  * 

Heav'n,  that  fees  all  things,  faw  the  dire  difpute, 
In  which  each  parifli  afted  like  a  brute ; 
Then  bade  the  dead  man  as  a  Saint  be  fought ; 
Still  to  reward  him  more,  his  bones  enriches 
With  pow'r  o'er  Evils,  Rheumatifms,  and  Itches, 

However  dreadful,  and  wherever  caught '. 
Thus,  by  the  grace  of  HIM  who  governs  thunder, 
His  very  toe  nail  could  perform  a  wonder. 


Thus  might  our  Monarch,  by  this  dozen  men, 

Be  hugg'd and  then !  and  then !  and  then  !  and 

then! 

Then  what  ?  why  then,  this  direful  ill  mufl  fpring: 
I  a  good  fubjefl  lofe,  and  thou  a  KING! 

No,  Tom ;    no  more  to  ftrike  us  with  amaze, 
Thy  courtly  tropes  of  adulation  blaze  : 

A  fetting  fun  art  thou,  fo  mild  thy  beam ! 
Thou  (like  old  OCEAN'S  heaving  wave  no  more, 
That  lifts  a  fhip  and  fly  with  equal  roar) 

Pour'ft  from  thy  lyric  pipe  a  fiber  flream. 

1     *  The  tip  of  the  rump. 

Ff  2  No 
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No  mor^  we  hear  the  gale  of  Fame 
Wild  bluft'ring  with  thy  MASTER'S  name:" 
No  more  ideal  virtues  ride  fublime, 
(Like  feathers)  on  the  furge  of  rhyme. 

But  lo  the  caufe !   it  was  the  ROYAL  WILL 
To  bid  the  temped  of  his  praife  be  ftill : 
No  more  to  let  his  virtues  make  a  rout, 
Blown  by  thy  blafts  like  paper  kites  about — - 

Indeed  thy  fov'reign  in  thy  verfe  fo  fine, 
Might  juflly  have  exclaim'd  at  many  a  line, 

"  In  peacock's  feathers,  lo',  this  knave  arrays  me." 
And  like  a  King  of  France  of  whom  I've  read, 
Our  gracious  Sov'reign  alfo  might  have  faid, 

"  What  have  I  done  that  he  mould  praife  me  ?•" 

With  pity  have  I  feeh  thee,  SON  OF  SONG, 

Trundling  thy  lyric  wheelbarrow  along, 

Amidil  ST.  JAMES'S  gapers  to  unload 

The  motley  mafs  of  pompous  ode ; 

And  wifii'd  the  lack,  for  verfe  the  annual  prize,- 

To  poets  of  a  lefs  renown 

To  poor  WILL  MASON,  who  in  fecret  fighs 

To  flrut  beneath  the  LAUREAT'S  leaden  crown. 

Warm  in  the  praife  thou  might'ft  have  been, 
Of  tlrj  great  King  and  his  great  Queen  j 

But 
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But  not  fo  diabolically  hot  - 

A  downright  devil,  or  a  pepper-pot. 

By  Dev'l,  (without  thy  being  born  a  wizard)  ' 
Thou  ought'fl  to  know  1  mean  a  turkey's  gizzard 
So  chriften'd  for  its  quality,  by  man, 
Becaufe  fo  oft  'tis  loaded  with  klan  -  j- 
This  dev'l  is  fuch  a  red-hot  bit  of  meat 
As  nothing  but  the  dev'i  Jiimfelf  mould  eat. 


was  large  enough,  the  world  well  knows  ! 
Why  give  the  pap  of  praife  then  with  a  ladle  ? 
Gently  thou  fhou'd'fl  have  rock'd  him  to  repofe-r- 
Not  like  a  drunken  nurfe  o'erturn'd  the  cradle. 

I  do  not  marvel  that  the  King  was  wrath, 
^Knowing  himfelf  no  bigger  than  a  lath) 
To  find  himfelf  a  tall,  gigantic  oak  — 
?Twas  too  much  of  a  magic-lantern  ftroke. 

Ah  !   where  was  MODESTY,  the  charming  maid  ? 

Where  was  the  rural  vagrant  ftraying, 
£Jot  to  admonifh  thee,  an  idle  jade, 

When  thou  thy  tuneful  compliments  were  paying  ? 
Yet  why  this  queflion  put  I,  Tom,  to  thee  ?  — 
Lord  !  how  we  wits  forget  !—  me  was  with  me. 

Dear 
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Bear  Modefty  fby  very  few  careft,) 

Oft  condefcends  to  be  my  guefl  : 
From  time  to  time,  the  maid  my  rhyme  reviews, 
And  dictates  fweet  inftr  actions  to  the  mufe. 

Yes,  frequent  deigns  my  cottage  to  adorn, 
Juft  like  that  bamful  damfel  call'd  Miss  MORN — 

Who  fmiling  on  the  dreary  caves  of  night, 
Moves  from  her  eaft  with  filent  pace  and  flow 
O'er  yonder  fhadowy  mount's  gigantic  brow, 

And  to  my  window  deals  with  dewy  light, 
Then  peeping  through  the  panes  with  cherub  mien, 
Seems  to  afk  liberty  to  enter  in. 

Now  vent'ring  on  the  fables  of  my  room, 
She  fweeps  the  darknefs  with  her  flar-clad  broom : 
Now  pleas'd  a  ftron^ er  fplendor  to  diffufe. 
Smiles  on  the  plated  buckles  in  my  fhoes  j 
Smiles  on  my  breeches,,  too,  of  handfome  plum, 

Where  George's  heads  once  made  no  gingling 

found, 
But  where  amidft  the  pockets  all  was  hum  j 

Such  awful  filence  reign'd  around! 
Whofe  fob,  which  thieves  fo  often  pick, 

Was  quite  a  ftrariger  to  a  watch's  click. 

i 

Now 
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Now  carting  on  my  pen  and  ink  a  ray, 

Seeming  with  fweet  reproof  to  fay, 

"  The  lark  to  Heav'n  her  grateful  mattins  fings ; 
"  Then,  Peter,  alfo  ope  thy  tuneful  throat, 
"  And,  happy  in  a  fafcinating  note, 

"  Rife  and  bewitch  the  beft  of  Kings/' 

Howexer  the  world  t'  abufe  me  may  be  giv'n, 
I  cannot  do  without  CROWN'D  HEADS,  by  Heav'n! 
Bards  myfl  have  fubjeets  that  their  genius  fuit — 
And  if  I've  not  Crown'd  Heads,  I  mud  be  mute. 

My  vcrfe  is  fomewhat  like  a  game  at  Whift ; 

Which  game,  tho'  play'd  by  people  e'er  fo  keen, 
Cannot  with  much  fuccefs,  alas!   exilt, 

Except  their  hands  pofiefs  a  King  and  Queen. 
I  own,  my  mufe  delights  in  royal  folk: 

Lead-mines,  producing  many  pretty  pounds ! 
JOE  MILLARS,  furnifhing  a  fund  of  joke ! 

Lo,  with  a  fund  of  joke  a  court  abounds ! 

At  royal  follies,  Lord!    a  lucky  h,Lt 

Saves  our  poor  brain  th'  expence  of  wit: 

At  Princes  let  but  Satire  lift  his  gun, 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fiin. 

E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters, 

pnjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

And, 
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And,  vice  .verfd.  Kings  and  Queens 
Know  pretty  well  what  fcandal  means, 

And  love  it  too- yes,  Majeily's  a  grinner  : 

ScandaJ  that  really  would  difgrace  a  liable 
Hath  oft  been  beckon'd  to  a  royal  table, 

And  pleas'd  a  princely  palate  more  than  dinner. 

J  J^now  the  world  exclaimeth  in  this  guife : • 

?'  Suppofe  a  King  not  otherwifer 

"  (A  vice  in  Kings  not  very  oft  fufpec~ted) 
."  Suppofe  he  does  this  childiih  thing,  and  this, 
cc  If  folly  conftitutes  a  Monarch's  blifs, 

?'  Shall  fuch  by  faucy  poets  ftand  corrected  ? 

fc  Bold  is  the  man,"  old  Parfon  Calchas  f  cries, 
ffi  Who  tells  a  Monarch  where  his  error  lies." — 
£c  Grant  that  a  King  in  converfe  cannot  iliine, 

"  And  marp  with  fhrewd  remark  a  world  alarm  j 
>f  What  bufmefs,  Peter  Pindar,   is't  of  thine  ? 

'.f,'  Grant  puerilities — pray  where's  the  harm  ?" 

To  this  I  anfwer,  "  I  don't  think  a  King 
f*  Will  go  to  hell  for  ev'ry  childiih  thing-r 
?'  Yet  mind,  I  think  that  one  in  his  great  ftation 
¥  Should  mo\y  fublime  example  to  a  nation : 

l 

f  Vid.  Homer. 

«  And 
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?'  And  when  an  eagle  he  fhpuld  fpring 

"  To  drink  the  folar  blaze  on  tow'ring  wing; 
"  With  daring  and  undazzled  eyes ; 
"  Not  be  a  fparrow  upon  dumneys  homing, 
"  His  head  in  holes  and  corners  popping 
"  For  flies.'* 

Tom,  I'm  not  griev'd  that  thou  haft  chang'd  thy  note, 
And  op'd  on  Windfor  wall  thy  tuneful  throat ; 

For  verily  it  is  a  rare  old  rnafs ! 
Nor  angry  that  to  WEST  thou  doft  defcend; 
The  King's  great  painting  oracle  and  friend, 

Who  teacheth  JERVAS  how  to  fpoil  good  glafs. 

But,  fon  of  Isis,  fmce  amidft  this  ode, 

Thou  talk'fl  of  painting,  like  an  ardent  lover, 
Of  panes  of  glafs  now  daubing  over, 

Dimming  delighfully  the  great  abode ; 

Speak — know'ft  thou  aught  of  RAPHAEL'S  rare  Car- 

tons  ? 
I  have  not  feen  them,  Tom,  for  many  moons ! 

Why  did'ft  thou  not,  amidft  thy  rhyming  fit, 
Of  thofe  moft  heav'nly  pictures  talk  a  bit — — 

For  which  the  NATION  paid  down.ev'ryy^^? 
Rare  pictures,  brought  long  fmce  from  HAMPTON 

COURT, 
And  by  a  felf-taitght  CARPENTER  cut  fhort, 

To  fuit  the  pannels  of  the  QUEEN'S  old  houfe. 
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So  fays  report — I  hope  it  is  not  true 

And  yet  I  verily  believe  it  too ; 

It  is  fo  like  feme  people  I  could  name, 

Whofe  pericranium*  walk  a  little  lame. 

Befhrew  me,  but  it  brings  to  mind 

A  cutting  (lory,  much  of  the  fame  kind ! 

It  happ'd  at  PLYMOUTH  town  fo  fair  and  fweet, 
Where  wandering  gutlers,  wandering  gutlers  meet, 
Making  in  fhow'rs  of  rain  a  monftrous  pother ; 
Bart'ring  lide  RAG-FAIR  JEWS,  with  one  the  other, 
With  carrots,  cabbage  leaves,  and  breathlefs  cats,  - 
Potatoes,  turnip  tops,  old  rags,  and   hats : 

A  town  that  brings  to  mind  SWIFT'S  City  Show'r — 

Where  clouds  to  wafli  its  face  for  ever  pou* - 

A  town  where  Beau  traps  under  water  grin, 
.Inviting  gentle  ftrangers  to  walk  in  ; 
Where  dwell  the  Lady  Naiads  of  the  flood, 
Prepar'd  to  crown  their  vifitors  with  mu^.T 

A  town  where  parfons  for  the  Living  fight, 
On  every  vacancy,  with  godly  might, 

Like  wreftlers  for  lac'd  hats  and  buckfkin  breeches ; 
Where  oft  the  pried  who  bed  his  lungs'  employs 
To  make  the  rareft  diabolic   noife, 

With  furefl  chance  of  vict'ry  preaches : 

Whole 


[     443     ]  , 

Whofe  empty  founds  alone  his  labour  blefs  j 
Like  cannon  fir'd  by  veffels  in  diftrefs. 

A  town  where,  exil'd  by  the  Higher  Pow'rs, 
The  ROYAL  TAR  with  indignation  lours; 
Kept  by  his  SIRE  from  London  and  from  fin, 
To  fay  his  Catechifm  to  Miftrefs  WYNN. 


THE  PLYMOUTH   CARPENTER    AN» 
THE    COFFINS. 

I N  the  laft  war  French  pris'ners  often  died 
Of  fevers,  colds,  and  more  good  things  befide : 

Prefents  for  valour  from  damp  walls  and  chinks, 
And  nakednefs,  that  feldom  fees  a  mirt : 
And  vermin,  and  all  forts  of  dirt ; 

And  multitudes  of  motley  (links, 
That  might  with  fmells  of  any  clime  compare 
That  ever  fought  the  nofe  or  fields  of  air. 

As  coffins  are  deem'd  neceffary  things, 
Forming  a  pretty  fort  of  wooden  wings 

For  wafting  men,  to  graves  for  t'other  world ; 
Where    anchor'd,    (doom'd    to  make  no   voyages 

more) 

The  rudders  of  our  fouls  are  put  aihore,   , 
And  all  the  {ails  for  ever  furPd. 

A  carpenter 
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I 
.A  carpenter,  firfl  coufm  to  the  MAY'R, 

Hight  mailer  SCREW,  a  man  of  reputation, 
Got  leave,  through  borough  int'reft,  to  prepare    , 

Good  wooden  lodgings  for  the  Gallic  nation  : 
I  mean,  for  lucklefs  Frenchmen  that  were  dead  j 
And  very  well  indeed  SCREW'S  contract  fped. 

His  good  friend  Death  made  wonderful  demands, 

As  if  they  play'd  into  each  other's  hands ; 

As  if  the  Carpenter  and  Death  went  fnacks 

Wiming  to  make  as  much  as  e'er  they  cou'd 

By  this  fame  contract  coffin  wood, 
For  fuch  as  Death  had  thrown  upon  their  backs. 

This  Carpenter   like  men  of  other  trades 
Whom  confcience  very  eafily  perfuades 

To  take  from  neighbours  ufelefs  fuperfluity ; 
Refolv'd  upon  an  economic  plan, 
Which  mows  that  in  the  character  of  man 

Economy  is  not  an  incongruity. 

|  know  fome  monarchs  fay  the  fame — whofe  pulfeji 
Beat  high  for  iv'ry  chairs  and  beds  and  bulfes. 
For  lo,  this  man  of  economic  fort 
Made  ail  his  coffins  much  too  fhort, 

Yet  fnugly,he  accommodates  the  dead 

puts  off,  with  much  fang  froid,  the  head, 

And 
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And  then  to  keep  it  fafe  as  well  as  warm, 
He  gravely  puts  it  underneath  the  arm ; 
Making  his  dead  man  quite  a  PARIS  beau! - 
Holding  his  jowl  tn  bras  cbapeau. 


But,  Thomas,  now  to  thofe  Cartons  of  fame 
Do  aflv  thy  Sov'reign  in  my  name 

What's  to  be  done  with  thofe  rare  pictures  next ; 
Some  months  ago,  by  night,  they  travell'd  down 
To  the  Queen's  houfe  in  Windfor  town, 

At  which  the  London  folks  were  vaftly  vex'd. 

For  if  thofe  fine  Cartons,  as  hift'ry  fays, 
Were  (much  to  this  great  nation's  praife) 

Bought  for  the  nation's  fole  infpetlion ; 
iJnafid  to  fuffer  any  man  to  feel  'em, 
Or  fuffer  any  forward  dame  to  fteal  em 

Would  be  a  national  reflection. 

'Tom,  aik,  to  STRELITZ  if  they  're  doom'd  to  go; 
Becaufe  the  walls  are  naked  there,  I  know 

Strelitz  a  moufe-hole  is,  all  dark  and  drear ; 
And  fhou'd  the  pictures  be  inclin'd  to  itray, 
Not  liking  Strelitz,  they  may  lofe  their  way, 

And  ramble  to  fome  Hebrew  auctioneer : 

Where 
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"Where  like  poor  captur'd  negroes  in  a  knot, 

The  holy  wand' rers  may  be  made  a  lot 

And  like  the  goods  at  Garraway's  we  handle, 
Chrift  and  the  Saints  be  fold  by  inch  of  candle  ! 

Dearly  beloved  Thomas,  to  conclude! 

(I  fee  thee  ready  to  bawl  out  "  amen  :"}  i 

Joking  apart,  don't  think  me  rude 

For  wifhing  to  inftruft  thy  lyric  pen. 

Whether  like  trout  and  eels  in  humble  pride, 
Along  the  fimple  ftream  of  profe  we  glide; 
Or  iUrring  from  below  a  cloud  of  mud, 
Like  whales  we  flounder  through  the  lyric  flood; 

Or  if  a  paft'ral  image  charm  thee  more ; 
"Whether  the  vales  of  profe  our  feet  explore, 
Or  rais'd  fublime  on  ODE'S  aerial  fteep, 
We  bound  from  rock  to  rock  like  goats  and  fheep  ; 

Whether  we  dine  with  Dukes  on  fifty  dimes, 
Or,  poet-like,  againfl  our  Withes, 
On  beef  or  pork,  an  economic  crumb, 
(Perchance  not  bigger  than  our  thumb, 
Turn'd  by  a  bit  of  packthread  at  the  firej 
To  fatisfy  our  hunger's  keen  defire ; 
A  good  old  proverb  let  us  keep  in  view 
Vlr:..  Thomas,    "  give  the  dev'l  his  due." 

Whether 


(     447     ) 

Whether  a  monarch,  ifluing  high  command. 
Smiles  us  to  court,  and  takes  us  by  the  hand  ; 
Or  rude  bumbaiHffs  touch  us  on  the  moulder, 
And  bid  our  tuneful  harps  in  prifon  moulder; 
Sell  not  (to  meannefs  funk)  one  golden  line — 
The  MUSE;S  incenfe  for  a  gill  of  wine. 

This  were  a  poor  excufe  of  thine,  my  friend 

"  Few  are  the  people  that  my  ode  attend : 

"  I'm  like  a  country  clock,  poor,  lonely  thing, 
"  That  on  the  ftaircafe,  or  behind  the  door, 
"  Cries,    «  Cuckow,  Cuckow,'  juft  at  twelve  and 

"  four, 
"  And  chimes  that  vulgar  tune    "  God  fave  the 

"  King." 

Oh !  if  deferting  WINDSOR'S  lofty  tow'rs, 

To  fave  a  fix-pence  in  his  Barrack  bow'rs, 

A  Monarch  muffles  from  the  world  away, 

And  gives  to  FOLLY'S  whims  the  buftling  day ; 

Erom  fuch  low  themes  thy  promis'd  praife  recall, 

And  fmg  more  wonders  of  the  old  MUD  WALL. 
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My  Heart  is  inditing  of  a  godd  Matter  •/  fyeak  of  th» 

"   Things^whicb  I  have  made,  unto  the  KING." 

PSALM  kv, 

*'  Non  poffum  ttf  urn  vivtre,  nee  fine  te." 


THE 

ARGUMENT. 

**  GRAND  Exordium,  containing  news  from 
Jericho — Peter  infirmeth  Majefty  of' the  great  nolfe 
on  their  rcfpeclhe  accounts— and  talketh  of  Sampfon 
tmd  Dalilah— '-the  London  Coffee-hbiifes  and  the 
Royal  Exchange — -Pefer  explaincth  the  caufe  of  the 
great  noife,  and  Ejaculatefh— talketh  of  preparations 
at  the  Palace  for  his  difgrace  and  murder — -Peter  hi" 
formeth  Majejly  of  what  Majejiy  hath  been  informed 
— complaineth  that  he  hath  been  piftured  a  downright 
Devil — beggeth  that  a  proper  inquiry  may  be  injlituted 
— Peter  pronounceth  himfelf  no  Devil — Peter  writeth 
foft  Sonnets  to  prove  that  he  hath  not  a  hard  heart. 

Peter  talketh  of  Courtiers  and  court  matters— -of  what 
the  World  wickedly  fayeth  of  him-^-Peter  cannot  con- 
vince the  world — mentioneth  the  defpondence  .of  the 
New/papers,  Magazines  and  Reviews — alfo  the  famine 
in  poetry — Peter  exculpdtcth  Majefty — Peter  refufeth 
modeftly — hinteth  at  Royal  misfortunes  ^  Diamonds,  Na- 
bobs, and  an  aclion  of  Trover— Peter  prophefath 
mournfully — giveth  the  Hiftory  of  Nebuchadnezzar's 
grafs  diet — Peter  ajf'ordeth  good  reafons  for  refufmg  a 
Penfwn — relateth  an  anecdote  of  a  dead  Archbifhop — 
formelh  afchcmc  for  univerfal  Happine/s,  by  difcover- 
ing  Sin  and  Shame  to  be  a  pair  of  Importers,  and 
Gg  2  fQr 
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for  making  mournful  Sunday  merry — Peler  wtdoeth 
old  Poets  in  egotifm — condemnctb  M'iftrefs  Darner,  the 
great  (hc-ftatuary,  for  attempting  ow  mojl  fitblime 
Sovereign — Pcicr,  like  many  authors,  exhibitetb  pro- 
digious acquaintance  with  ancient  Literature^  by  men- 
tioning the  names  of  Jupiter,  Phidias,  Praxiteles, 
Virgil,  and  Auguflus  Csefar — Peter  fuffetb  again — 
Peter  prcduceth  a  Tale  about  Majefty,  Mr.  Robinfon, 
Alderman  Skinner,  and  cboahcd  Sheep — alfo  a  Tale 
of  Blajeflty  and  Parjon  Young,  whofe  neck  ivas  un- 
fortunately unhinged  at  a  bunt. 

Peler  Jlill  bankcreib  after  Penfwns — dcclalmcth  on 
the  Powers  of  Poetry \  c.s  alfo  en  his  own  miraculous 
p;-ccrs — Peter  proje^etlj_  indspendency  and  great  capa- 
bility cf  nicking  a  hearty  mutton-bone  dinner  like  An- 
drew Marvel — Peter  dif.ru/lctb  his  fortiiudc^-qicjt- 
ctb  opp'fi'im-men  for  pitiful  dcfertlon  of  principle •,  and 
dfcanieth  on  money — Peter  tcllcih  an  appc/iic  Tale  of 
IfiintingtQn  s  Parfcn^  a  Dog,  and  a  Squire. 

Peter  quoictb  tbs  Wind  and  Mr.  Eden — -cxhibitetb 
nu  of  Pev/un-lave — cwcludctb   in  a  fcam 
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.L/READ  SIR,  the  rams  horns  that  blew  down 
The  walls  of  JERICHO'S  old  town, 

Made  a  moft  monftrous  uproar,  all  agree — 
But  lo !    a  louder  noife  around  us  rages, 
About  two  moft  important  perfonages; 

No  lefs,  my  .Royal  LIEGE,  that  Tou  and  Me  ! 

In  fhort,  not  greater  the  PHILISTINES  made 
When  DALTLAH,  a  little  artful  jade, 

(Indeed  a  very  pretty  girlj 
Snipp'd  off  her  lover,  Mr.  SAMPSON'S  curl, 
"Who  well  repaid  the  clamours  of  the  bears, 
By  pulling  down  the  houfe  about  their  ears. 


Prodigious  is  the  make  around! 

Still  LONDON  keeps  (thank  Godj  her  ground ; 


Yei, 
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Yet,  how  th'  EXCHANGE  and  COFFEE-HOUSES  ring  i 
Nothing  is  heard  but  PETER  and  the  KING  : 
The  handfome  bar-maids  flare,  as  mute  as  fifties  j 
And  fallow  waiters,  frighten'd,  drop  their  dimes ! 

As  firft  'twas  thought  the  triumph  of  the  Jews 
On  fome  great  vid'ry  in  the  boxing  way : 

The  news,  the  very  anti-chriftian  news, 

Of  ISRAEL'S  HERO  *  having  won  the  day; 

And  HUMPHRIES,  a  true  Chrilliari  boxer,  beat : 

Enough  to  give  all  CHRISTENDOM  a  fvveat. 

Again,    'twas  thought   great   news   of  the   Grand 

Turk, 
Who  on  his  hand  had  got  fome  ferious  work  j 

'Twas  fancied  he  had  loft  the  day  ; 
That  ev'ry  Muffulman  was  kilPd  in  battle, 
A  fate  moft  proper  for  fuch  heathen  cattle, 

Who  do  not  pray  to  God  our  way. 

But  lo !  unto  the  lofty  fkies, 

Of  found  this  wonderful  afcenfion, 
Doth  verily,  my  Liege,  from  this  arife ; 

That  you   have  giv'n  the  gentle  Bard  a  penfion ? 

*  Mer.dozaJ 

Great 
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Great  is  the  mout  indeed,  Sir,  all  abroad, 

That  you  have  order'd  me  this  handfome  thing ; 
On  which,    with  lifted   eyes,   Fve  faid,    "  Good 

"  God! 

"  Though  great  my   merits,  yet  how  great  the 
"  King!" 

And  yet,  believe  me,  Sir,  I  lately  heard, 

That  all  your  doors  were  doubly  lock'd  and  barr'd 

Againfl  the  POET  for  his  tuneful  art ; 
And  that  the  tall,  fliff,  {lately  red  machines, 
Your  Grenadiers,  the  guards  of  Kings  and  Queens, 

Were  order'd  all  to  flab  me  to  the  heart : 

That  if  to  Houfe  of  BUCKINGHAM  I  came, 
Commands  were  giv'n  to  Miftrefs  BRIGG, 

A  comely,  (lout,  two-handed  dame, 
To  box  my  ears  and  pull  my  wig, 

The  Cooks  to  fpit  me curry  me,  the  Grooms, 

And  Kitchen  Queens  to  bade  me  with  their  brooms. 

You're  told  that  in  my  ways  I'm  very  evil ! 
So  ugly!  fit  to  travel  for  a  (how. 
And  that  I  look  all  grimly  where  I  go ! 
Juft  like  a  devil! 

With  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs  that  make  folks  ftart; 

And  in  my  bread  a  millftone  for  a  heart ! 

This 
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This  cometh  from  a  certain  Painter,  SIRE  ; 
Bid  ftory-moufmg  NICOLAY  inquire  : 

Your  Page,  your  Mercury,  with  cunning  eyes  ; 
Who  jumping  at  each  found,  fo  eager  opes 
His  pretty  wither'd  pair  of  Chinefe  chops, 

Like  a  Dutch  dog  that  leaps  at  butterflies. 
He,  SIRE,  will  look  me  o'er,  and  will  not  fail 
To  fwear  that  I've  no  horns,  nor  hoofs,  nor  tail. 

Lord !  Lord !  thefe  fayings  grieve  me  and  furprife ! 
Dread  Sir,  don't  fee  with  other  people's  eyes — 

No  dev'l  am  I  with  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs — 
As  for  the  likenefs  of  my  heart  to  {lone — 
No,  Sir — it's  full  as  tender  as  your  own — 

Accept,  my  Liege,  fome  fimple  love-fick  proofs. 


To   AN    UNFORTUNATE    BEAUTY. 

SAY,  lovely  Maid,  with  downcafl  eye, 

And  cheek  with  filent  forrow  pale  ; 
What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthened  figh, 

That  heaving  tells  a  mournful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears  which  thus  each  other  chafe, 
Befpeak  a  bread  o'erwhelm'd  with  woe : 

Thy  fighs  a  itorm  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 
Which  fouls  like  thine  fhould  never  know. 

Oh! 
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Oh !  tell  me,  doth  fome  favour'd  YOUTH 
Too  often  Weft,  thy  beauties  flight? 

And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth, 
That  lip,  and  bofom  of  delight  ?• 

What  though  to  other  nymphs  he  flies, 
And  feigns  the  fond,  impaffion'd  ^tear ; 

Breathes  all  die  eloquence  of  %hs, 
That  treach'rous  won  thy  artlefs  ear  ? 

Let  not  thofe  Nymphs  thyanguifh  move, 
For  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine*— 

That  heart  (hall  ne'er  be  bleft  by  LOVE, 
Whofe  guilt  can  force  a  pang  from  tbine. 


To     CYNTHIA. 

AH !  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  girl,  with  a  figh, 
That  a  coldnefs  will  creep  o'er  my  heart ; 

That  a  fullen  indiff 'rence  will  dwell  on  my  eye, 
When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart. 

Shall  thy  graces,  O  Cynthia,  that  gladden  my  day, 
And  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  night, 

Till  life  be  extinguifh'd,  from  memory  flray, 
-Which  it  ought  to  review  \vith  delight? 

Upbraiding,, 
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Upbraiding,  fhall  GRATITUDE  fay  with  a  tear, 
"  That  no  longer  I  think  of  thofe  charms 

46  Which  gave  to  my  bofom  fuch  rapture  fmcere, 
"  And  faded  at  length  in  my  arms  ?" 

Why  yes !  it  may  happen,  thou  Damfel  divine :— - 

To  be  honed — I  freely  declare, 
That  e'en  now  to  thy  cowverfe  fo  much  I  incline, 

I've  already  forgot  th'ou  art  fair. 


To        LAURA. 

H  O  W  happy  was  my  morn  of  love 
When  firft  thy  beauty  won  my  heart ! 

How  guiltlefs  of  a  wifh  to  rove ! 

I  deem'd  it  more  than  death  to  part ! 

Whene'er  from  thee  I  chanc'd  to  ftray, 
I  low  fancy  dwelt  upon  thy  mien, 

That  fpread  with  flow'rs  my  diftant  way. 
And  (howVd  delight  on  every  fcene  1 

But  FORTUNE,  envious  of  my  joys, 

Hath  robb'd  a  lover  of  thy  charms • 

From  me  thy  fwecteft.  fmile  decoys, 


A -id  gives  thee  to  arfttfrfr's  arms. 


Yet, 
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Yet,  though  my  tears  are  doom'd  to  flow, 

May  tears  be  never  LAURA'S  lot! 
Let  LOVE  protect  thy  heart  from  woe; 

His  wound  to  mine  fhall  be  forgot. 


HYMN    TO    MODES  T  Y. 

O!  MODESTY,  thou  fly  and  blu filing  maid, 

Don't  of  a  fimple  Shepherd  be  afraid ; 

Wert  thou  my  lamb — with  fweeteft  graft  I'd  treat 

thee— 
J  am  no  WOLF  fo  favage  that  mould  eat  thee : 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  God.defs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  fragrant  breaft,  like  Alpine  fnows  fo  white, 

Where  all  the  neftling  Loves  delight  to  lie  j 
Thine  eyes,  that  med  the  milder  light 

Of  NIGHT'S  pale  Wand'rer  o'er  her  cloudlefs  fky, 
O  Nymph,  my  panting,  wiming  bofom  warm, 
And  beam  around  me,  what  a  world  of  charm ! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  flaxen  ringlets,  that  luxuriant  fpread, 
And  hide  thy  bofom  with  an  envious  fhade  j 

Thy 


Thy  polifh'd  cheek  fo  dimpled,  where  the  rofe 
In  all  the  bloom  of  ripening  fummer  blows  : 
Thy  lufcious  lips  that  heav'nly  dreams  infpire, 
By  Beauty  fprm'd,  and  loaded  with  Defire ; 
With  forrow,  and  with  wonder,  h  !  I  fee 
(What  melting  treafures !)  thrown  away  on  thee. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thou  knoweft  not  that  bofom's  fair  defign;'* 
And  as  for  thofe  two  pouting  lips  divine, 

Thou  think'ft  them  form'd  alone  for  fimple  chat — 
To  bill  fo  happy  with  thy  fav'rite  dove, 
And  playful  force,  with  fweetly  fondling  love, 
Their  kifies  on  a  lapdog  or  a  cat. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  maid,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Such  thoughts  thy  fweet  fimplicity  produces ! 
But  I  can  point  out  far  fublimer  ufes ; 

Ufes  the  very  beft  of  men  efteem 

Of  which  thine  innocence  did  never  dream  : 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  maid,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  ceiL 

Oh!  fly  from  IMPUDENCE,  the  brazen  rogue, 
Whofe  flippant  tongue  hath  got  'he  Irifh  brogue  : 

Whofe 


Whofe  hands  would  pluck  tiiee  like  the  faireft  fiow'r, 
Thy  cheeks,  eyes,  forehead,  lips  and  neck,  devour : 
Shun,  fhun  that  Caliban,  and  with  me  dwell : 
Then  come  and  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

The  world,  O  fimple  maid,  is  full  of  art, 
Would  turn  thee  pale,  and  fill  with  dread  thy  heart, 
Didft  thou  perceive  but  half  the  fnares 
The  DEV'L  for  charms  like  thine  prepares ! 

Then  hafte,  O  Nymph,  with  me  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

From  morn  to  eve  my  kifs  of  fpeechlefs  love, 
Thy  eyes'  mild  beam  and  blufhes  mall  improve ; 
And  lo !  from  our  fo  innocent  embrace, 
Young  MODESTIES  mail  fpring,  a  numerous  race! 
The  blufning  girls  in  ev'ry  thing  like  Thee, 
The  bamful  boys  prodigioufly  like  Me! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 


IS  not  this  pretty,  Sir?   can  aught  befweeter? 
Indeed  of  that  vile  appellation,  Devil, 
So  blackguard,  fo  unfriendly  and  uncivil, 

Shou'd  not  I  be  baptiz'd  the  gentle  PETER? 

Great 


Great'  is  the  buz  about  the  Court, 

As  at  th'  Exchange,  where  Jews,  Turks,  Chrif- 

tians  meet, 
Or  Smithfield  Fair,  where  beads  of  ev'ry  fort, 

Pigs,  Sheep,  Men,  Bullocks,  all  fo  friendly  greet,- 

Bufy  indeed  is  many  a  fly  court-leech ! 

Afraid  to  truft  each  other  with  a  fpeech 

In  hem;?,  a'nd  hahs,  and  half  words,  hinting  : 
Some  wbifp'ring,  lift'ning,  tip-toe  walking,  fquint- 

fcg; 

For  lo,  fo  warily  each  courtier  fp'eaks, 

They  feem  to  talk  with  halters  round  their  necks." 

Some  praife  the  King  for  noblenefs  of  fpirit, 
For  ever  ftedying-  how  to  find  out  merit ; 
Whilft  from  its  box  their  heart  doth  flily  peep^ 

And  afk  the  tongue,  with-  marveling  eyes, 
How  it  can  dare  to  tell  a  heap 

Of  fuch  unconfcionable,  bare-fac-:M-  lies  r 

"  How  are  the  mighty  fau'n  I"  the  people  cry — 

Meaning.  RIZ 

6i  Another  hog  of  ETICURUS*  ftye; 

*'  This  vile  apoftate  bends  to  Baal  the  knee  3- 
**  Lo,  for  a  little  meat  and  guzzle 
"  This  fneaking  cur,  too,  takes  the  muzzle. 

'«'  In. 


"  In  lyric  fcandal  foon  will  be  a  chafm 

"  He  wrote  for  bribes,  'tis  plain,  and  now  he  has 

'em — 
"  This  mighty  war-horfe  will  be  foon  in  hand, 

"  By  means  of  meat,  the  price  of  venal  notes, 
"  Calm  as  a  hackney  coach-horfe  on  his  ftand, 

"  Toiling  about  his  nofe-bag  and  his  oats. 

"  Whatever  he  hath  faid,  he  dares  unfay, 
"  In  native  impudence  fo  rich 

"  Explain  the  plainefl  things  away, 
"  And  call  his  mufe  a  forward  b ; 

"  Treat  fire  of  friendly  promifes  as  fmoke, 

"  And  laugh  at  truth  and  honour  as  a  joke  :" 
Such,  Sir,  is  your  good  people's  howl, 
As  thick  as  fmall  birds  peftering  a  poor  owl. 

In  vain  I  tell  the  world  around, 
That  I  have  not  a  penfion  found; 

Which  fpeech  of  fimple  truth  the  mob  enrages  : 

"  PETER,  this  is  an  arrant  lie- 

"  The  fact  is  clear,  too  clear,"  they  cry— - 

"  Thou  haft  already  touched  a  quarter's  wages. 

"  Varlet,  it  always  was  thy  vile  intention 

"  Thou  haft,  thou  haft,  thou  liar,  got  a  penfion !" 

Still, 
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Still,  to  fupport  my  innocence,  I've  faid, 
:>!o:nt  finfully,  I  own — "  I  han't,  by  G— •:"— 

Yet,  had  I  fworn  my  eyes  out  of  my  head, 
They  never  had  believ'd How  vaftly  odd  I 

The  morning  and  the  even-ing  papers, 
Struck  by  the  found,  are  in  the  vapours, 

And  mourn  and  droop,  to  think  I'm  dead— 
Sttnm'd  by  the  unexpected  news, 
The  MAGAZINES  and  the  REVIEWS 

For  grief  can  fcarcely  lift  the  head. 

"  Nothing  but  poor  mechanic  ftufF,"  they  cry., 
*c  Shall  now  be  quoted  for  the  public  eye  ;— 

Ci  Nothing  original  in  fong — - 
*c  No  novelty  of  images  and  thought 
"  Before  our  fair  Tribunal  mall  be  brought  I 
"  But  trifling  tranfpofitions  of  our  tongue : 

<e  Nought  but  a  folemn  pomp  of  words, 

"  Bearing  a  lifelefs  thought,  (hall  readers  meet— 

**  The  pitlure  of  a  funeral  that  affords ; 

'*•  So  folemn  marching  thro'  the  flaring  ftreet. 

"  \Vhere  fiags,  and  hprfe,  and  foot,  a  forrow  ape, 
"  With  all  the  dread  difmality  of  crape, 
*-  Near  the  poor  corpfe — perhaps  a  puny  brat, 
tc  Or  dry  eld  maid,  as  meagre  as  a  cat."-— 

"  No, 


Ko,  Sir !  you  never  offer'd  me  a  penfion-~ 
J3ut  then  I  guefs  it  is  your  kind  intention — • 
Yes,  Sir,  you  mean  a  fmall  douceur  to  proffer ; 
But  give  me  leave.,  Sir,  to  decline  the  offer. 

I'm  much-  oblig'd  t'ye,  Sir,  for  your  good  will ; 

But  Oratorios  have  half  undone  ye : 
*Tis  whifper'd,  too,  that  thieves  Ijave  jobb'd  the 
Till 

Which  kept  youo-  milk  and  butter  money. 

So  muda  with  faving  wifdom  are  you  taken, 
Drury  and  Covent-Garden  feem  forfaken-rr- 
Since  coft  attendeth  thofe  theatric  borders, 
Content  you  go  to  RICHMOND  HOUSE  with  orders* 

Fonn'd  to  delight  all  eyes,  all  hearts  engage, 
When  lately  the  fweet  PRINCESS  *  came  of  age., 
Train  oil  inflead  of  wax  was  bid  t'  illume 
The  goodly  company  and  dancing  room] 
This  never  had  been  done,  I'm  very  fure, 
Had  not  you  been,  fome  ivay  or  other,  poor. 

•You  now  want  guineas  to  buy  live  ftock,  Sir, 
To  graze  your  Windfor  hill  and  vale ; 

And  farmers  will  not  let  their  cattle  ftir, 
ITmill  the  money's  down  upon  the  nail. 

*  Princefs  Royal. 

tfb  J'ai 
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Pm  told  your  fheep  have  dy'd  by  dogs  and  bitches, 
And  that  your  fowls  have  fufFer'd  by  the  fitchews; 
And  that  your  man-traps,  guards  of  goofe  and  duck, 
And  cocks  and  hens,  have  had  but  fo  fo  luck. 
Scarce  fifty  rogues,  in  chafe  of  fowls  and  eggs, 
Have  in  thofe  loving  engines  loft  their  legs. 

The  bulfe,  Sir,  on  a  vifit  to  the  Tov/r, 
Howe'er  the  Royal  Vifage  may  look  four, 
Howe'er  an  object  of  a  deep  devotion, 
Mud  crofs  once  more  the  eaftern  Ocean ! 

Indeed  I  hope  the  di'monds  will  be  off, 

Or  fcandal  on  us  rolls  in  floods — — 
Some  NABOB  may  be  vile  enough  . 

To  bring  an  action  for  ftol'n  goods 

An  aclion,  to  fpeak  lawyer-like,  of  Trover  ; 
And  lieav'n  forbid  it  mould  come  over ! 

For  money  matters,  I  am  fure, 

The  Abbey  mufic  was  put  off; 
Becaufe  the   Royal  purfe  is  poor, 

Plagu'd  with  dry  a  confumptive  cough ; 
Yet  in  full  health  again  that  purfe  may  riot, 
By  God's  grace,  and  a  fkim-mill  diet.  • 

Clofe  as  a  vice  behold  the  nation's  fift ! 
Vain  will  be  mouths  made  up  for  Civil  Lift; 

And, 
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And,  humble  piay'rs,  fo  very  ft  ale, 
Will  all  be  call'd  an  old  wife's  tale. 

Your  faithful  Commons  to  your  cravings 

Will  not  give  up  the  nation's  favings 

Your  fav'rite  minifter,  I'm  told,  runs  rcftiff^ 
And  growls  at  fuch  petitions  like  a  maftiff. 

What  if  my  good  friend  HASTINGS  goes  to  potf 
ADAMS   and  AN-STRUTHER  have  flung   hard 

ftones 

He  finds  his  fituation  rather  hot •- 

BURKE,   Fox,    and  SHE RIISAN,  may  break  his 
bones. 

As  furely  as  we  faw  and  felt  the  bulfe, 
Haftings  hath  got  a  very  awkward  pulfe ; 

Therefore  in  jeopardy  the  culprit  ftandsl 
Like  patients  whofe  diforders  doctors  flightj 
Too  often,  he  may  bid  us  all  good  night ; 

And  flip,  poor  man,  between  our  hands. 

Then,  Sir !  Oh !  then,  as  long  as  life  endures, 
Nought  but  remembrance  of  the  bulfe  is  ours ; 
And  to  a  ftomach  that  like  ours  digefls, 
Slight  is  the  dinner  on  remember* d  feafls. 

J  think  we  cafes  under ftand,  and  ken 
Symptoms,  as  well  as  mofl:  ingenious  men} 

H  h  2  '          But 
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But  Lord  !  how  oft  the  wifelt  are  miilakeu  ! 
Therefore  1  tremble  for  his  badger'd  bacon, 

We  may  be  out,  with  ail  our  Ikill  fo  clever, 
what  we  think  an  ague,  prove 


NEBUCHADNEZZAR,  Sir,  the  KING, 
As  facred  Hift'ries  fweetly  fing, 
Was  on  all-fours  turn'd  out  to  graft, 
Juil  like  a  horfe,  or  mule,  pr  afs  : 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  fall  from  kingly  glory  ! 
I  hope  it  will  not  fo  turn  out 
That  we  mail  have  (to  make  a  rout) 

A  fecond  part  of  that  -old  ftory  ! 

This  penfion  was  well  meant,  0  glorious  Kiius, 
And  for  the  Bard  a  very  pretty  thing  ; 
But  let  me,  Sir,  refufe  it,  J  implore  - 
1  ought  not  to  be  rich  whilil  you  are  poor  : 
No,  Sir,  I  cannot  be  your  humble  hack  ; 
I  fear  your  Majefty  would  break  my  back, 

1  dare  refufe  you  for  another  reafon-  —  <• 

We  differ  in  religion,  Sir,  a  deal  ; 
You   fancy  it  a  fin  ally  't!  to  treafon, 

And  vaflly  dangerous  to  the  commonweal,  , 
For  fubjeds,  minuets  and  jiggs  to  play      \ 
On  the  Lprd's  day. 
'  Now, 


Now,  Sir,  I'm  very  fond  of  fiddling—- 
And in  my  morals,  what  the  world  calls  middling. 
I've  afk'd  my  confcience,  that  came  ftraight  from 

Heav'ri, 

Whether  I  flood  a  chance  to  be  forgiv'n, 
If  on  a  Sunday,  from  all  fcruples  free, 
I  fcrap'd  the  old  Black  Joke  and  Cbere  Amie. 
"  Ah !   fool,  (exclaim'd  my  confcience)  know 

"  God  never  againft  mufic  made  a  rule ; 
cc  On  Sundays  you  may  fafely  take  your  bow — » 

"  And  play  as  well  the  riddle  as  the  fool." 

A  late  ARCHBISHOP,  *  too,  O  King, 
Who  knew  moil  fecrets  of  the  ikies, 

Said,  Heav'n  on  Sundays  relim'd  pipe  and  firing 
Where  founds  on  founds  unceafmg  rife 

And  aik'd,  as  Sunday  had  its  mufic  there^ 

Why  Sunday  fhou'd  not  have  its  mufic  here, 

In  confequenee  of  this  divine  opinion, 

That  PRINCE  of  PARSONS  in  your  great  dominion, 

Inform'd  his  famionable  wife, 
That  me  might  have  her  Sunday  roots  and  cards, 
And  meet  at  laft  with  Heav'n's  rewards, 

When  Death  mould  take  her  precious  life. 

Thus  dropping  pious  qualms,  religious  doubts, 
His  lady  did  enjoy  her  Sunday  routs ! 

-   Cornwallis.  , 

Upon 
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Upon  GOOD-FRIDAY,  too,  that  awful  day,. 
LoS  like  VAUXHALL,  was  LAMBETH  all  fo  gay  I 

Now  if  his  prefent  GRACE,  with  fharpen'd  eyes,, 

Could  fquint  a  little  deeper  in  the  fkies, 

He  might  be  able  to  inform  his  dame 

Of  two  impoftqrs,  p'rhaps,  call'd  SIN  and  SHAME, 

Who  many  a  plefaure  from  our  grafp  remove, 

Pretending  to  commiflions  from  above. 

Like  this,  a  lecret,  could  his  Grace  explore, 
What  a  proud  day  for  Us  and  MISTRESS  MOORE  I 
For  lo,  tv/o  greater  foes  we  cannot  name 
To  this  world's  joys  than  Mcffieurs  SIN  and  SHAME. 

Then -might  we  think  no  more  of  praife  and  prayer, 
But  leave  at  :wiil  our  Maker  in  the  lurch  : 

Sleep,  racket,  lye  a  bed,  or  take  the  air, 
And  order  o\vls  and  bats  to  2:0  to  church. 


o 


SI'-NTDAY,  like  other  DAYS,  would  then  have  life: 
Now  prim,  and  (larch,  and  iilent,  as  a  Quaker — 

And  gloomy  IB  her  looks,  as  if  the  wife 
Or  widow  .of  nr,  UNDERTAKER. 

Happy  mould  I  have  been,  my  Liege, 
So  great  a  Monarch  to  oblige: 
And,  Sir,  between  you,  and  the  pod, 
And  ire,  you  don't  know  what  you've  lofl— 

Ike 
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The  lofs  of  me,  fo  great  a  Bard, 

Is  not,  O  King !    to  be  repair-' d. 

My  verfe  fuperior  to  the  hardeft  rock, 

Nor  earthquake  fears,  nor  fea,  nor  fire  ; 
Surpaffing,  therefor^  Miftrefs  DAMER'S  block, 

That  boafls  fo"  ftrong  a  likenefs  of  you,  Sire. 
That  block,  fo  pond'rous,  mull  with  age  decay, 
And  all  the  lines  of  wifdom  wear  away  ; 
I  grant  the  Lady's  loyalty  and  love, 
Yet,  "  none  but  PHIDIAS  mould  attempt  a  JOVE." 

The  MACEDONIAN  HERO  grac'd  the  flbne 
Of  fam'd  PRAXITELES  alone  ; 
Forbidding  others  to  attempt  his  nob, 
It  was  fo  great  and  difficult  a  job. 

AUGUSTUS  fwore  an  oath  fo  dread, 

He'd  cut  off  any  poet's  head, 

But  VIRGIL'S,  that  mould  dare  his  praife  rehearfe, 

Or  mention  ev'n  his  name  in  verfe. 

Then,  Sir,  if  I  may  be  .a  little  free, 
My  art  would  fuit  your  merits  to  a  T. 

Lord !   in  my  adamantine  lays 

Your  virtues  would  like  bonfires  blaze 

So  firm  your  tuneful  jeweller  would  fet  'em, 
They'd  break -the  teeth  of  TIME  to  eat  'em. 
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Wrapp'd  in  the  fplendor  of  my  gcidert 
For  ever  would  your  Majefty  be  fine! 
Appear  a  gentleman  of  firfl  repute, 
And  always  glitter  in  a  birth-day  fuit. 


Then  to  all  {lories  would'  I  give  the  litf, 

That  d«r'd  attack  you-  and  your  fame  devour  $> 

Making  a  King  a  ninej5m-  in  our  eye, 

Who  ought  like  Egypt's  pyramids  to  tow'r  ; 

Such  as  the  following  fable,  for  example  ; 

Of  impudence,  unprecedented  fample  ! 


THE     ROYALS  H  Lv  E  P- 

SOME  time  ago  a  dozen  lambs,> 
Two  rey'rend  patriarchal  rams, 
And  one  good  motherly  old  Ewe, 
Died  on  a  fudden  down  at  KEW  j- 

Where,  \vith  tne  fwestefl  innocence,  aks ! 
Thofe  pretty,  inoiFenfive  lambs, 
Af-d  rev'rcnd  horned  patriarchal  rams,- 

And  motherly  old  Ewe,  were  nibbling  grafs  ; 

All,  the  fair  property  of  our  great  King, 

"Whole  deaths  did  much  the  royal  bofoin  wring : 

'Twus 
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'Twas  fakf  that  dogs  had  tickled  them  to  death : 
Play'd  with  their  gentle  throats,  and  ftopp'd  their 
breath. 

Like  HOMER'S  heroes  on  th*  enfanguin'd  plain^ 
Stalk'd  Mr.  ROBINSON  *  around  the  flain! 

And  never  was  more  frighten'd  in  his  life ! 
So  fhock'd  was  Mr.  Robinfon's  whole  face, 
Not  ftronger  horrors  could  have  taken  place^ 

Had  CERBERUS  devour 'd  his  wife.! 

With  wild,  defpairing  looks,  and  fighs, 

And  wet  and  pity-afking  eyes, 

He,  trembling,  to  the  royal  prefence  ventured — 

White  as  the  whiteft  napkin  when  he  enter'd! 

White  as  the  man  who  fought  King  PRIAM'S  bed* 

And  told  hrm  that  his  warlike  fon  was  dead. 

**  O  pleafe  your  Majefty"— "he,  blubb'ring,  crkd — • 

And  then  ftopp'd  fhort    •  • 
•*-  What  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?"   the  ftaring  King 

replied— 

w  Speak,  Robinfor*,  fpeak,  fpeak,  what,  vhat's- 
"  the  hurt  ?l> 

«  O  Sire,"  faid  Robinfort  again •> 

•*  Speak" — faid  the  King — <;  put,  put  me  out  of 
*•  pain— 

*  The  H«d. 

M  Don't, 
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*'  Don't,  don't  ifi  this  fufpenc~e  a  body  keep"— 
"'  O.Sire!"  cried  Robinfon,."  thefheep!  theiheep!" 

"  What  of  the  fheep,"  replied  the  King,  "  pray, 

•"   pray— 

"  Dead !.  Robinfon,  dead,  dead,  or  run  away  ?" 
"  Dead  I  anfwer'd  Robinfon ;    dead !   dead !  dead  [ 

"  dead!" 
Then  .like  a  drooping  lily,  hung  his  head ! 

"  How,  how  ?'*  the  monarch  aflc'd,  with  vifage  fad. 
"  By  dogs,"  faid  Robinfon,'  "  and  likely' iriad  !" 

"  No,  no,  they  can't  be  mad,  they  can't  be  mad — * 
""  No,  no,  things  arn't  fo  bad,  things  arn't  fo  bad,'> 

".  Rejoin'd  the  King, 

;e  Off  with  them  quick  to  market — quick,  depart  ;— 
"  In  with  them,  in,  in  with  them  in  a  cart — 

t4  Sell,  fell  them  for  as  much  as  they  will  bring.'* 

Now  to  Fleet  Market,  driving  like  the  wind, 
Amidft  his  murder'd  mutton,  rode  the  HIND, 

All  in  the  royal  -cart  fo  great,- 

To  try  to  fell  the  royal  meat. 

The  news  of  this  rare  batch  of  lambs, 

And  ewe  and  rams, 
Defign'd  for  many  a  London  dinner^ 
Reach'd  t'le  fair  e?.rs  of  Mailer  Sheriff  SKINNER, 

Who 
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Who  with  a  hammer  and  a  confcience  clear, 
Gets  glory  and  ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year 
And  who,  if  things  go'  tolerably  fair, 
Will  be  one  day  proud  LONDON'S  proud  LORD 
MAYOR. 

The  Alderman  was  in  his  pulpit  finning, 

'Midft  Gentlemen  with  nightcaps,  hair  and  wigs; 

In  language  moft  rhetorical  defining 
The  ilerling  merit-  of  a  lot  of  pigs: 

When  fuddenly  the  n£ws  was  brought, 

That  in  Fleet  Market  were  unwholefome  fheep, 
Which  made  the  PREACHER  from  his  pulpit  leap, 

As  nimble  as  a  taylor  or  as  thought. 

For  juftice  panting,  and  unaw'd  by  fears, 

This  King,  this  Emperor  of  Auctioneers 

Set  off a  furious  face  indeed  he  put  on 

Like  light'ning  did  he  gallop  up  Cheapfide  ! 

Like  thunder  down  thro'  Ludgate  did  he  ride 
To  catch  the  man  who  fold  this  dreadful  mutton. 

Now  to  Fleet  Market  full  of  wrath  he  came 
And  with  the  fpirit  of  an  ancient  Roman, 
Exceeded  I  believe  by  no  man, 

The  Alderman,  fo  virtuous,  cried  out,  "  SHAME.!" 

"  D— mme," 
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"  D  —  mine,"  to1  ROBINSON  faid  Mailer  SKINNED, 
*'  Who  on  ftrch  mutton,  Sir,  can  make  a  dinner  ?" 

"  Ton,  if  you  pkafe," 
Cried  Mr.  Robhifon,  with  perfect  Safe. 
"  Sir  !"-—  quoth  the  red-hot  ALDERMAN  again—* 
"  Tew,"  —  quoth  the  HIND,  in  juft  the  fame  cool 
fir  am. 


"  OiT,  o£~/*'  cri~d  Skinner,  with'  your  carrion 
"  Quick,  d—  '-mme,  take  away  your  iiafty  fheep 
*'  \Vhill1  I  command,  not  e'en  the  KING 
"  Shall  fuch  vile  fluff  to  market  bring, 
"  And  London  ftalls  fach  garbage  put  on  —  ' 
*c  So  take  away  your  (linking  mutton." 


"  Tet/99*  replied  Robinfcn,.  <c  you  cry  out  £  Shame  !' 
"  You  biafl  the  flieep,  good  Mafler  Skinner,  pray  j 

"  You  give  the  hafmlefs  mutton  a  bad  name  i 
cc  Yuit  impudently  order  it  away  \ 

Cfr  Sweet  Mafler  ALDERMAN,  cion't  make  this  rout  j 
'•  Clap  on  year  fpeftacles  upon  your  fnotftj 
"  And  then  your  k^en,  furveying  eyes  regale 

06  With  thofe  fame  fine  large  letters  on  thd  cart 
*6  Which  brought  this  blafled  mutton  here  for  fale." 

Poor  -Skinner  read,  and  read  it  v/ith  a  flart  ! 

Like 
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Like  HAMLET,  frighten'd  at  his  father's  Ghoft, 
The  Alderman  flood  flaring  like  a  pofl ; 
He  faw  G.  R.  infcrib'd,  in  handfome  letters, 
Which  prov'.d  the  fheep  .bejong'd  unto  his  betters. 

The  Alderman  now  tiir n'd  to  deep  reflection ; 
And  being  blefl  with  proper  recollection, 
Exclaim'd— ~"  I've  made  a  great  miftake — Oh !  lad; 
*'  The  flieep  are  really  not  fo  bad* 

**  Dear  Mr.  Robinfon,  I  beg  your  pardon, 

"  Your  Job-like  patience  I've  borne  hard  on  j 

*'  Whoever  fays  the  mutton  is  not  good, 

"  Knows  nothing,  Mr.  Robinfon,  of  food; 

*'•  I  verily  believe  I  could  turn  glutton, 

<c  On  fuch  neat,  wholfome,  pretty-looking  mutton — 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Robinfon,  the  mutton  fell 

<e  I  hope,  Sir,  that  his  Majefly  is  well." 

So  faying,  Mr.  Robinfon  he  quitted, 

With  cherubimic  fmiles  and  placid  brows, 

For  fuch  embarraffing  occafions,  fitted 

Adding  jufl  five  and  twenty  humble  bows. 

To  work  went  Robinfon  to  fell  the  fheep, 
But  people  would  not  buy,  except  dog-cheap ; 

At 
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At  length  the  'fheep  were  fold — without  the  fleece, 
And  brought  King  GEORGE  juft  half-a-crown  a 
piece. 

Now  for  the  other  faucy  lying  ftory, 

Made,  one  would  think,  to  tarnifh  Kingly  glory. 


THE    K***    ANET  PARSON    YOUNG. 

THE  K***  (God  blefs  him)  met  old  PARSON 
YOUNG 

Walking  on  Windfor  Terrace  one  fair  morning — 
Delightful  was  the  day — the  fcent  was  ftrong — 

A  heavenly  day  for  howling  and  for  horning ! 
For  tearing  farmers'  hedges  down — hallooings — 
Shouts,  curfes,  oaths,  and  fuch  like  pious  doings. 

""YOUNG,"  cried  the  K***,  "  d'ye  hunt,  d'ye  hunt 

"  to-day? 
"  Yes,  yes— what,  what  ?  yes,  yes,  fine  day,  fine 

"  day." 

Low  with  a  rev'rent  bow  the  Prieft  replied, 
*'  Great  KING!  I  really  have  no  horfe  to  ride;  " 
"  Nothing,  O  Monarch,  but  my  founder*  d  mare, 
*c  And  /If s  my  LIEGE,  as  blind  as  me  can  .flare." 

"  No 
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<c  No  horfe  !*   rejoin'd  the  K  *  *  *,  no  horfe,  no 

"  horfe!" 

"  Indeed,"  the  Parfon  added,  "  I  have  none  : 
"  Nothing  but  poor  old  Dobbin  —  who  of  courfe. 
"  Is  dangerous  —  being  blinder  than  a  ftone." 
"  Blind,  Hind,  YOUNG?'  never  mind—  you  muft, 

"  muft  go, 

"  Mud  hunt,  mud  hunt,  YOUNG  —  ftay  behind?  — 
*'  no  no." 

What  pity,  that  the  King,  in  his  difcourfe 
Forgot  to  fay,  "  I'll  lend  ye,  YOUNG,  a  horfe!" 

The  K.  to  YOUNG  behaving  thus  fo  kind, 
Whate'er  the  danger,  and  howe'er  inclin'd, 

At  home  with  politcJJs  Young  could  not  flay  — 
So  up  his  REV'RENCE  got  upon  the  mare, 
Refolv'd  the  Chace  with  MAJESTY  to  mare, 

Whate'er  the  dangers  of  the  day. 

Rous'd  was  the  deer  !  -  the  KING  and  PARSON 
YOUNG, 

CASTOR,  and  POLLUX  like,  rode  fide  by  fide; 
When  lo,  a  ditch  was  to  be  fprung! 

Over  leap'd  G.  'THE  THIRD  with  kingly  pride. 


Over  jump'd  Tinker,  Towzer,  Rockwood, 

Over  jump'd  Mendall,  Brujhwood7  Jubal,  Jowler^ 


Trimbujh  and  Lightning  Mu/ic,  Ranter,  Wonder^ 
And  fifty  others  with  their  mouths  of  thunder—- ' 
Great  names !   whofe  pedigrees  fo  fair, 
With  thofe  of  HOMER'S  heroes  might  compare. 

Thus  glorioufly  attended  leap'd  the  King, 
By  all  thofe  hounds  attended  with  a  fpring !— r 
Not  CAESAR'S  felf  a  fiercer  look  put  on, 
When  with  his  hod  he  pafs'd  the  Rubicon! 

But  wayward  Fate  the  Parfon's  Palfrey  humbled., 
And  gave  the  mare  a  fudden  check — 

Unfortunately  poor  blind  Dobbin  humbled, 
And  broke  his  Reverence's  neck. 

The  MONARCH,  gaping,  with  amaze  look'd  round 

Upon  his  dead  companion  on  the  ground — - 

*•  What,  what?"    he  cried,—"  YOUNG   dead! — 

"  YOUNG  dead!    YOUNG  dead  ! — 
-•*  Humph ! — take  him  up— and  put  him  borne  to 

"  bed." 

Thus  having  fmifh'd —with  a  cheerful  face 

: ;7,;.:i2R,oD  the  fecond  join'd  the  jovial  chace. 


A    MORAL 
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A    MORAL    REFLECTION. 

FOOLS  would  have  flopp'd  when  Parfon  Young 
was  kill'd, 

And  giv'n  up  ev'ry  thought  of  hound  and  deer, 
And  with  a  weaknefs,  call'd  Compaffion,  fill'd, 

Had  turn'd  Samaritan,  and  dropp'd  a  tear. 

But  better  far  the  royal  Sportfman  knew — 

He  guefs'd  rfie  confequence,  beyond  a  doubt- 
Full  well  he  guefs'd  he  Ihould  not  have  a  view — 
And  that  he  fhould  be  fhamefully  thrown  out. 

P'rhaps  from  the  royal  eye  a  tear  might  hopj 
Yet  Pages  fwear  they  never  faw  it  drop. 

But  Majefty  may  fay — "  what,  what,  what's  death  ? 
"  Nought,  nought,  nought  but  a  little  lofs  of  breath." 

To  Parfon  YOUNG,  'twas  more,  I'm  very  clear—- 
He  loft  by  death  fome  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
A  great  deal,  my  dear  LIEGE,  depends 
On  having  clever  bards  for  friends—- 
What had  ACHILLES  been  without  his  HOMER  ? 
A  taylor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber  ! 
Fellows  that  have  been  dead  a  hundred  year, 
None  but  the  Lord  knows  how  or  where — 

I  i  In 
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In  Poetry's  rich  grafs  how  virtues  thrive! — 
Some  when  put  in,  fo  lean,  fcarce  feem  alive  > 

And  yet,  fo  fpeedily  a  bulk  obtain 

That  ev'n  their  owners  know  them  not  again. 

Could  you,  indeed*  have  gain'd  my  mufe  ofyfr^, 
Great  would  your  luck  have  been,  indeed,  great 
SIRE  ! 

Then  had  I  prais'd  your  noblenefs  of  fpirit ! — 
Then  had  I  boafted  that  myfelf, 
Hlght  PETER,  was  the  firft  blefl,  tuneful  elf, 

You  ever  gave  a  farthing  to  for  merit. 

Though  money  be  a  pretty  handy  tool ; 
Of  Mammon,  lo!    I  icorn  to  be  the  fool! 
If  Fortune  calls,  ihe's  welcome  to  my  cot, 
Whether  me  leaves  a  guinea  or  a  groat : 
"Whether  me  brings  me  from  the  butcher's  mop 
The  whole  fneep,  or  a  fimple  chop. 

For  lo!    like  ANDREW  MARVEL  I  can  dine. 
And  deem  a  mutton-bone  extremely  fine — 
Then,  Sir,  how  difficult  the  talk,  you  fee, 
To  bribe  a  moderate  GENTLEMAN  like  Me. 

I  will  not  fwear,  point  b!aj;ky  I  mall  not  alter — 
A  Saini — my  namcfake  e'en  was  known  to  uuker. 
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Nay  more — forae  clever  men  In  oppofition, 
Whofe  fouls  did  reaHy  feem  in  good  condition ; 

Who  made  of  PITT  fuch  horrible  complaint, 
And  damn'cttiim  for  the  word  of  knaves  ; 
Alter'd  their  minds — became  PITT'S  abjecl:  flaves, 

And  publifli'd  their  new  Patron  for  a  SAINT.    , 

And  who  is  there  that  may  not  change  his  mind  ? 

Where  can  you  folks  of  that  defcription  find 

Who  will  not  fell  their  fouls  for  cafii, 

That  mod  angelic,  diabolic  traflil 

E'en  grave  Divines  fubmit  to  glitt'ring  gold ! 

The  befl  of  confciences  are  bought  and  fold: 

As  in  a  tale  I'll  mow,  moft  edifying, 

And  prove  to  all  the  world,  that  I'm  not  iying, 


THE  PARSON,  THE  SQJJIRE,    AND  THE 
SPANIEL. 

A       TALE. 

A  GENTLEMAN  poflefs'd  a  fav'rite  fpaniel, 
That  never  treated  maid  nor  man  ill : 
This  dog,  of  whom  we  cannot  too  much  fay, 
Qot  from  his  godfather  the  name  of  Tray. 

I  I  9  After 
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After  ten  years  of  fervice  juft, 

Tray,  like  the  race  of  mortals,  fought  the  duil— *• 

That  is  to  fay,  the  fpaniel  died: 

A  coffin  then  was  order'd  to  be  made, 
The  dog  was  in  the  church-yard  laid, 

And  o'er  his  pale  remains  the  mailer  cry'd. 

Lamenting  mucji  his  trufly  fur-clad  friend, 
And  willing  to  commemorate  his  end, 
He  rais'd  a  fmall  blue  ftone,  jufl  after  burial, 
And  weeping,  wrote  on  it  this  fweet  memorial: 


TRAY's    E  P  I.T  A  P  H. 

HERE  reft  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 
Blefl  with  more  fenfe  than  half  th«  folks  I  know 
Fond  of  his  eafe,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 
He  damn'd  no  feet,  but  calmly  gnaw'd  his  bone! 
Perform'd  his  functions  well  in  ev'ry  way — 
Blum,  CHRISTIANS,  if  you  can,  and  copy  Tray. 


THE  CURATE  of  the  Huntingtonian  Band, 
Rare  breed  of  gofpel  hawks  that  fcour  the  land., 
And  fierce  on  fins  their  quarry  fall, 
Thofe  Locufls,  that  would  eat  us  all : 


Men  who  with  new-invented  patent  eyes, 
See  Heav'n  and  all  the  angels  in  the  fides; 
As  plain  as  in  the  box  of  SHOWMAN  Swiss, 
For  little  Matter  made,  and  curious  Mifs ; 
We  fee  with  huge  delight  the  King  of  France 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Ladies  dance: 

This  Curate  heard  th*  affair  with  deep  emotion, 
And  thus  exclaim'd,  with  infinite  devotion : 
«  OLord!   OLord!   OLord!    OLord! 
"  Fine  doings  tfiefe,  upon  my  word ! 

"  This,  truly,  is  a  pretty  thing! 

"  What  will  become  of  this  moft  mocking- world  r 
"  How  richly  fuch  a  rogue  deferves  to  fwing, 

"  And  then  to  Satan's  hotteft  flames  be  hurl'dj 

e<  Oh !  by  this  damned  deed  how  I  am  hurried ! 
"  A  dog  in  chriflian  ground  be  buried! 

"  And  have  an  epitaph  forfooth  fo  civil: 
"  Egad !  Old  Maids  will  prefently  be  found 
"  Clapping  their  dead  ram  cats  in  holy  ground, 

"  And  writing  verfes  on  each  moufing  devil." 

Againfl  fuch  future  cafualty  providing, 

The  Priefl  fet  off,   like  Homer's  Neptune,  flridr 

ing> 

Vowing 
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Vowing  to  put  the  culprit  in  the  Court: 
He  found  him  at  the  fpaniePs  humble  grave ; 
Not  praying,  neither  fmging  of  a  ftave ; 

And  thus  began  t*  abufe  him— not  exhort — 

"  Son  of  the  Devi,  what  haft  thou  done? 
*e  Nought  for  the  aclion  can  atone — 

"  I  mould  not  wonder  if  the  great  Allwife 
"  Quick  darted  down  his  lightening  all  fo  red9 
'*  And  dam'd  to  earth  that  wretched  head, 

"  Which  dar'd  fo  foul,  fo  bafe  an  aft  devife, 

"  Bury  a  dog  like  chriflian  folk!- 

***  None  but  the  devil  cou'd  provoke 

"  A  man  to  perpetrate  a  deed  fo  odd : 
"  Our  Inquifition  foon  the  tale  fhall  hear. 
"  And  quickly  your  fine  fleece  mail  fneer; 

ci  Why,  fuch  a  villain  can't  believe 'in  God!" 

"  Softly  I  my  rev'rend  Sir,'*  the  fquire  replied — 
-"  Tray  was  as  good  a  dog  as  ever  died — 
"  No  education  could  his  morals  mend — 
"  And,  what,  perhaps,  Sir,  you  may  doubt, 
"  Before  his  lamp  of  life  went  out, 
•c  He  order'd  you  a  legacy,  my  friend." 

«  Did  he? — poor  dog!"  the  foften'd prieft rejoinM 
in  accents  pitiful  and  kind; 
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«*  What  \  was  it  Tr^y  /  I'm  forry  for  poor  Tray  :- 
"  Why  truly,  dogs  of  fuch  rare  merit, 
"  Such  real  noblenefs  of  fpirity 

"  Should  not  like  common  dogs  be  put  away.— • 

"  Well !  pray  what  was  it  that  he  gave, 
"  Poor  fellow i  ere  he  fought  the  grave? 

"  I  guefs  I  may  put  confidence,  Sir,  in  ye." 
"  A  piece  of  gold,"  the  gentleman  reply'd — 
"  I'm  much  oblig'd  to  Tray"  the  Parfon  cry'd; 

So  left  God's  caufe,  and  pocketed  the  guinea. 


Yet,  mould  I  imitate  the  fickle  wind, 
Or  Mr. patriot  EDEN — change  my  mind; 
And  for  the  BARD  your  Majefty  mould  fend, 
And  fay,  "  Well  well,  well  well,  my  tuneful  friend, 
*'  I  long,  I  long,  to  give  you  fomething,  PETER — 
'  <•  You  make  fine  verfes — nothing  can  be  fweeter — 
*6  What  will  you  have  ?  what,  what  ?  fpeak  out — 

"  fpeak  out 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  fomething  want,— no  doubt,  no 

"  doubt." 

Or  mould  you,  like  fome  men  who  gravely  preach, 
Forfake  your  ufuai  (hort-hand  mode  of  fpeech, 

And 
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And  thus  begin — in  bible-phrafe  fublime ; 
"•  What  (hall  be  done  for  our  rare  Son  of  Rhine* 
"  The  BARD  who  full  of  wjfdom  writeth  ? 
*'  The  BARD  in  whonl  the  KING  ddighletb?" 

Then  would  the  Poet  thankfully  reply 

With  fault'ring  voice,  low  bow,  and  marv'Iing  eye, 

All  meeknel'a !  fuch  a  fimple,  dovelike  thing ! 
*'  Blefl  be  the  Bard  who  verfes  can  cndite, 
"  To  yield  a  fecond  Solomon  delight ! 

"  lljf  ke  bleft,  who  findeth  favour  with  the  King ' 

tc  Since  'tis  the  Royal  Will  to  gire  the  Bard 
"  In  whom  the  King  delighteth,  fome  reward, 
*'•  Some  mark  of  Royal  Bounty  to  requite  him; 
*6  O  King !  do  any  tiling  but  KNIGHT  HIM*" 
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